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"  For  if  souls  retained  in  their  descent  to  bodies,  the 
memory  of  divine  concerns,  of  which  they  were  con. 
scious  in  the  Heavens,  there  would  be  no  dissensions 
among  men  about  divinity," 
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CHAPTER   I. 


THE    MEMNON-  MUSIC.       THE    MAGIC    8LEEP,    AND 
THE    STAR-HAUNTED   DREAMS. 


RESTLESS  and  disquieted  had  been  the  soul  pf 
Azeih,  since  that  fatal  moment  when  the  dread 
words,  "  I  swear,"  had  wailed  through  the 
sky.  Oh  !  foolish,  blind,  weak,  to  speak  out 
those  fearful  words  of  obedience  to  any  man  ! 
Free  are  we  born  in  the  lap  of  the  Great 
Mother  ; — thoughts,  actions,  wills,  affections, 
free  as  yon  eagle  swooping  over  the  towers 
of  Amun-ei.  And  shall  we  cast  away  so  ines- 
timable a  boon  ?  Shall  we  cower  like  slave?, 
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and  forge  the  ring  for  our  own  necks,  and 
ourselves  bind  our  broken  arms  behind  us  ? 
Worst  of  all  human  madness  !  O  Liberty  ! — 
brightest  Goddess  of  Heaven  ! — dearest  blesser 
of  the  world! — shall  we  forsake  the  wide  ex- 
tent of  thy  pathless  oceans,  for  the  narrow 
lanes  of  the  prison-house,  and  the  chains  of 
the  conqueror's  chariot  ?  Shall  we  fling  clown 
thy  waving  banner — the  Ensign  of  Freedom  — 
and,  furling  it  beneath  the  pigmy  standard  of 
our  tyrant-brother,  wear  his  servile  livery, 
and  do  his  despotic  will  ?  Never  !  never  ! 
Let  the  life-blood  flow — let  the  soul  escape 
in  one  mighty  gasp — let  the  earth,  the  sky, 
the  sea,  the  flowers,  all  the  joys  and  beauties 
of  creation  be  torn  from  us,  but  let  us  still 
be  free  1  In  soul,  as  in  deed  unchecked — 
unrestrained — unfettered  by  aught  but  the  Will 
of  Heaven ! 

And  now  the  poor  boy  was  again  wandering 
alone,  through  the  still  streets  of  the  glorious 
abode  of  Amunra.  The  very  impersonation  of 
the  needs  of  his  age — requiring  truth,  not  in 
symbol  or  mystery,  hieroglyph  or  mythe,  but 
naked  and  visible,  and  adored  because  intelli- 
gible— was  the  weary-hearted  Azeth.  At  length 
he  found  himself  at  the  foot  of  the  wonderful 
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statue, — the  magic,  the  beautiful,  the  sun- 
beloved  Vocal  Memnon.  Like  the  guar- 
dian of  the  city  the  Statue  towered  above  the 
obelisks,  and  pyla,  and  colossi,  and  sphynxes, 
as  if  to  remind  men  that  the  grandest  thing 
of  all  was  that  Life,  which  the  Light  could 
animate.  Even  the  Temple  and  Palace  of 
Osymandea,  great  and  magnificent  as  the  dark 
pile  appeared,  dwindled  into  insignificance 
when  contrasted  with  the  grandeur  breathed 
out  from  the  sculptured  man- god  seated  by 
the  portal. 

Azeth  looked  long  on  the  beautiful  features 
of  the  Memnon, — so  calm  and  still, — so  full 
of  thoughtful  repose, — the  idealization  of 
all  that  the  Egyptians  had  of  good  and 
noble  in  their  characters; — their  massiveness 
and  strength, — their  dignified  gravity, — their 
manly  severity, — their  utter  absence  of  all 
frivolity,  that  curse  of  later  days  !  He  looked 
till  an  awe  crepe  over  him,  cold  and  shuddering. 
He  seemed  to  stand  in  the  living  presence  of 
a  supernatural  being.  Those  large  unturning 
eyes  gazed  into  his  very  soul,  and  laid  bare, 
before  himself  and  the  whole  world,  the  utter 
worthlessness  of  his  heart.  Yet  their  looks  had 
the  compassionate  reproof  of  love  mingled  with 
B  3 
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the  sternness  of  immaculate  virtue.  A  feelinsr 
of  entire  sinfulness  crushed  the  boy  to  the 
very  dust.  And  he,  the  living,  god-given, 
god-emanated  Intelligence,  trembled  before 
the  cold  stone. 

And  still  the  eyes  glare  fixedly  upon  him, 
and  the  lips  are  parting  to  speak,  while  the 
hand  is  uplifting  in  warning  and  censure. 
And  he  saw  no  more  the  mighty  temples, 
-—giant  shrines  of  a  giant  creed, — nor  the 
heaven-ward  rising  obelisks;  nor  the  countless 
towers  and  columns  raising  their  noble 
majesty  in  the  spring-tide  air ;  and  he 
saw  no  more  the  thick-strewn  lights  of 
the  sky, — the  moon  with  her  bright  robe, — 
the  stars  with  their  radiant  hair; — Earth  and 
Heaven  were  alike  shut  out  from  his  sight ; 
and  nothing  was  before  him  but  that  Titanic 
statue  in  its  calm  gloriousness,  looking  down 
with  a  pitying  rebuke. 

**  Oh  !  speak  to  me, — speak  to  me  !"  wildly 
exclaimed  the  boy,  stretching  forth  his  hands, 
"  oh !  look  not  so  sternly  on  me !  I  am  weak 
and  sinful,  and  my  thoughts  have  made  me 
worthy  of  death.  But  oh  !  judge  thou  not 
too  strictly ;  I  love  the  right  and  the  good  ; 
and  willingly  would  I  toil  through  life  as  a  very 
worm,  were  but  these  the  end !  Oh  !  wonder- 
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ful  and  beautiful ! — speak  to  me,  and  tell  me 
that  which  I  ought  to  believe  and  to  do ! 
Break  this  charmed  seal  of  darkness, — banish 
this  spelled  silence.  Beloved  of  the  Sun! 
teach  me  the  Truth  !" 

Mute  lay  the  world.  The  noise  of  men  and 
the  voices  of  nature  were  alike  hushed.  Not  a 
sound  went  forth  to  break  this  deep  stillness, 
to  dispel  this  holy  rest.  A  sleep  and  a  quiet, 
like  t/.at  of  death,  was  spread  over  all,  and  tb^ 
still  Shape  of  Repose  brooded  over  the  uni- 
verse. Even  the  very  airs  were  asleej: 
among  the  trees,  and  dreaming  with  tin 
flowers ;  and  the  grass  blades  did  not  stir,  no 
the  buds  pour  out  their  scents. 

One  faint  line  of  glory  in  the  east, — quiver- 
ing along  the  horizon  like  a  thread  of  gold  ;— 
the  stars  clustered  near,  paling  away,  and  tht 
dusk-hued  mist  slowly  heaping  up  a  gorgeous 
throne  of  purple: — one  faint  line,  widening 
and  growing  brighter — stealing  over  the  moun- 
tain crests  like  a  radiant  messenger  from  the 
sky — touching  the  high  branches  of  the  trees — 
descending  the  temples' lofty  pillars, ...glowing 
on  the  obelisks,... circling  the  head  of  the 
Statue  with  a  crown  of  golden  light, ...beaming 
on  the  eye,. ..resting  on  the  lip;  — and  a  voice 
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of  music,  at  first  soft  as  the  whispering  of 
young  buds  in  the  noontide,  then  deepening 
into  a  wild,  thrilling  strain  of  spirit's  melody, 
poured  out  from  the  statue.  And  it  spread 
round  and  about  its  living  waveSj  till  it  grew  a 
sea,  o  very  flood  of  harmony  :  a  hymn  of  praiee 
—  the  articulate  thanksgiving  of  dumb  nature, 
— the  kindling  into  Life  and  Worsbip,  by  the 
Light  of  LOVE,  the  very  stone  of  the  ground. 

Azeth  knelt,  and  covered  his  face.  And  on 
went  the  music,  rising  up  in  the  clear  morning 
air,  a  column  of  heaven-sent  melody.  And  it 
vibrated  through  far  distant  space;  and  girdled 
the  world  with  its  band  of  glory ; — each  note 
like  a  spoken  ray  of  that  sun  blazing  on  high 
in  his  early  splendour.  And  it  called  up  the 
sluinberer,  and  bid  him  awake;  and  it  lured 
forth  the  myriads  of  living  things  night  had 
cradled  to  sleep  ;  and  earth  obeyed  that  won- 
drous matin  bell,  and  sprang  up  to  meet  the 
bright  day,  as  a  child  to  his  father's  embrace. 

Worship, — fittest  offering  for  the  god-be- 
stowed light!  Melody, — fittest  arouser  of 
that  world  whose  whole  existence  is  melody, 
ever  sounded  from  her  silver  chord  in  the 
planets'  mysterious  seven-stringed  harmony. 

This   was  nature's  two-fold  answer  to  the 
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inquirer,  Adoration  uttered  in  music.  Xot 
the  music  of  an  artistic  air,  which  but  forms 
a  pleasant  pattern  for  the  ear  while  it  gives 
the  soul  no  shape  to  love — hut  that  music  which 
rises  spontaneously,  as  the  best  articulation  of 
that  Spirit  of  Harmony  which  pervades  thq  all 
...the  best  interpretation  of  Creation's  mystic 
speech.  Like  a  lovely  veil  woven  of  spirit- 
threads  of  light,  and  cast  bride-like  over  the 
universe.  And  thin  is  the  one  universal  heart 
and  soul  of  nature ;  vivify  ing  the  dead,  and  giving 
language  to  the  mute.  In  the  quivering  mists 
of  the  noontide's  heat,  motion  is  there  visible 
melody.  In  the  prodigal  odours  which  the 
blossoms  outpour  on  the  bosom  of  the  sunlight, 
...in  the  first  faint  flashing  of  that  sunlight's 
dawning  beam,  and  in  the  louder  majesty  of 
its  mid-day  strength, ...in  the  fitful  sparkle  of 
the  stars,  and  the  pace  of  the  sheeny  moon,... 
in  the  rainbow's  triple  strings,  and  the  bird-like 
path  of  the  clouds,... in  the  glance  of  the  loving 
fiye,  and  the  touch  of  the  loving  lip,  there  is 
music,  sweet  music.  And  without  this  nothing 
exists  ;  which  GOD  has  made ;  for  it  is  but 
another  name  and  form  of  love ;  and  this  is 
the  life  of  life,  the  soul  of  being. 
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In  his  fever,  Azeth  had  stretched  out  his 
hands  to  the  lifeless  stone,  and  prayed  for 
guidance  and  aid  to  the  dead  rock.  But  an 
answer  had  come,  which  had  brought  healing 
on  its  way.  An  answer  of  worship,  of  grati- 
tude, and  love  :  the  whole  meaning  of  the 
Visible  collected  and  uttered  in  those  sun-light 
strains.  And  they  said  that  by  the  path  of 
prayer,  alone,  might  he  arrive  at  the  blessed 
gate  of  the  Garden  of  Knowledge.  By  prayer, 
humble  and  earnest ;  which,  whether  addressed 
to  the  true  or  the  false  god — whether  spoken 
out  loudly  through  the  pressure  of  mighty  need, 
or  whispered  silently  by  the  soul  in  awe-struck 
reverence,  is  equally  the  holiest  act  of  man. 

Azeth  hastened  towards  the  Temple  of 
Amun.  His  bosom  was  swelling  high  with 
many  emotions,  and  he  longed  to  cast  himself 
on  sacred  ground,  that  he  might  thus  be  nearer 
heaven  in  his  prayers.  For  man's  consecra- 
tion of  the  work  of  his  hands,  is  still, 
with  man,  a  holier  thing  than  GOD'S  conse- 
cration of  the  universe.  And  the  stone  hut 
which  he  has  built  and  blessed,  and  named  a 
Holiest  Shrine,  is  a  grander,  worthier,  and 
purer  altar,  than  the  eternal  star-roofed  Tem- 
ple of  Nature. 

On  the  threshold  of    the  Pylon  he  met  a 
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young  warrior  shouting,  with  loud  voice,  an 
invitation  to  war.  And  many  were  collected 
there,  whose  flashing  eyes  aaJ  fierce  gestures 
fearfully  reflected  back  his  speech.  On  the 
threshold  of  the  Gate  of  the  Sanctuary  pealed 
forth  the  accents  of  murder  and  of  passion ' 
and  the  sacred  temenos  resounded  with  the 
words  of  fury. 

"  We  will  slay  them  all  —  woman  and  child, 
youth  and  maiden  !  We  will  smite  their  proud 
crests  to  the  dust,  and  give  their  budies  as  a 
prey  to  the  wolves,  and  their  hearts  as  a  wine- 
cup  to  the  ravens.  The  sun  shall  not  shine  on 
their  living  brows;  the  moon  shall  not  smile 
on  their  gleaming  eyes  ;  but  pale  and  livid — a 
heap  of  lifeless  corses — shall  the  Assyrians  lie 
on  the  Plains  of  Pelusium  !  We  will  fall  on 
them,  fighting  for  the  honor  of  Phtha  the  Crea- 
tor ;  daring  bravely  for  the  favor  of  Amuu  the 
Lord  of  the  Universe  ;  protected  by  the  sha- 
dow of  Gom  the  Invincible  !  Oa  !  He,  who 
loves  the  Gods,  on  against  the  Assyrian  ! 
For  our  country  and  our  Gods,  on  to  Pelusium, 
bravely  forward !" 

And  Osorchon  raised  his  plumed  banner,  and 
waved  it  high  above  his  head. 

'*  Go  now  and  pra^,"  said  a  deep,  unknown 
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voice  in  Azeth's  ear.  "Go,  kneel  if  thou 
canst ;  if  thou  art  mad  enough  to  believe  in 
the  influence  of  a  religion  which  hath  such 
fruit  as  this !  Go,  pray,  Azeth  !  Pray  to 
the  Gods  who  sanction  and  who  honor  mur- 
der !" 

The  boy  turned  away  sick  at  heart.  The 
mockery  was  too  fearful  ! 

"  Who  can  reconcile  these  things  ?"  he  mut- 
tered ;  "  that  love  for  the  Gods  should  bring 
forth  hatred  for  man ;  that  the  name  of  holiness 
should  be  a  goad  to  passion,  and  a  cloak  for 
crime.  Is  my  dark  thought  right  ?  Is  it  all  a 
cheat  ?  Is  the  influence  of  religion  a  lie  ?  Was 
that  voice,  the  voice  of  some  kind  spirit  luring 
me  from  falsehood,  or  was  it  the  sneering 
voice  of  Typhon  tempting  me  from  good  ?  Oh  ! 
which  is  the  truth  ?  Gods  !  when  will  this 
end?" 

His  eyes  fell  on  the  hieroglyph-covered 
columns,  and  the  sphynxes,  crouching  guar- 
dians of  the  Temple,  and  on  the  ray-like  obe- 
lisks, and  the  colossal  statues,  and  they  could  not 
answer ;  Religion  is  a  truth  and  a  reality. 
But  the  song  of  a  bright-winged  bird,  and  the 
hum  of  the  insects  floating  through  the  ether, 
and  the  unfathomable  blue,  and  the  glorious 
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eun,  spoke  nobler  things  than  these  necessities 
of  policy,  these  creations  of  darkness. 

Bewildered  and  wrecked  ;  not  knowing 
which  was  true  and  which  was  false  of  his 
two  thoughts,  Azeth  went  mournfully  to  his 
home.  And  still  went  on  through  the  city 
the  din  of  joy  at  the  prospect  of  brother- 
slaughter. 

Was  this  man's  echo  of  the  M.emnon  music  > 
Oh  !  surely  there  lieth  a  better  than  this  in 
his  secret  heart,  if  he  would  but  speak  it 
out ! 

*'  And  the  sound  goes  on,  and  the  multi- 
tudes flock  fast  for  murder  and  and  for  war, 
in  the  names  of  the  Eternal  and  Holy  Ones  ! 
And  must  they,  who  created  man,  and  gave 
him  his  life — must  they  be  adored  with  the  sa- 
crifice of  their  creature's  blood  poured  out  by 
his  brethren  ?  It  cannot  be  !  The  Gods  are 
not  such  !  Nay,  though  worshipped  as  Mandoo 
the  Avenger,  and  as  Typhon  the  Destroyer — 
surely  they  are  Gods  of  Mercy  —  one  L« 
Love!" 

Azeth  !  hold  fast  by  that  truth,  and  here- 
after thou  thou  shalt  prevail !  As  the  key  and 
the  revealer  of  the  Hidden  Secrets  lies  that 
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belief  in  the  Love  of  the   Deity,  before    each 
man's  way.     And  he  who  dares  over  the  steep 
path  to  its  resting-place,  and  dares  grasp  it  when, 
he  is  near,  he  is  the   sage   and    the   lord,  and 
his  wisdom  and  doininion'none  can  take  from  him  •> 
Men  stand   at   the   Gate  of  the  Garden  of 
Knowledge.    It  is  barred  with  a  triple  bar,  fast 
and  firm,  which  may  not  be  moved;  and  on  it 
is  written,  Prejudice,  Coldness,  and  Self-wor- 
ship.      These  are    the  bolts  which  keep  the 
Gate  of  the  Garden  so  that  men  may  not  en- 
ter.    And  they  stand  there  in  many  numbers. 
Groups  upon  groups  are  collected  round  the 
fair  statues  of  Art,  and  Philosophy,  and  Na- 
ture, and  Idealism — and  one  other — Necessity. 
But  this  is  not  as  the  former—beautiful  to  look 
upon  though    so    cold—for  it  is   a  monstrous 
creation, and  the  air  about  it  is  poisoned.     And 
these  statues  are  ranged  round  the  outer  walls, 
as  indications  of  the  loveliness  within.     And 
when  men  look  upon   them,  they  forget  that 
they  are  still  standing  without  the  Inner  Sanc- 
tuary, and  still  worshipping  a  form  of  death — 
dreaming   themselves  in   the  presence  of  the 
Deity  of  the  Whole.      And  each  man  names 
his  particular  image,  THE  ONLY  TRUE  GOD  ;  and 
persecutes  his  brother  man  for  his  blindness 
and  impiety  in  not  praying  solely  to  it. 
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Who  unfastens  the  bolts  ?  Before  whom  do 
they  fall  like  burnt  strings  ?  Before  him,  and 
him  only,  who  bearing  the  key  of  Universal 
Love  and  all-embracing  Truth,  comes,  trust- 
ing in  the  strength  and  adoring  the  glory  of 
the  Highest,  and  loses  his  own  individuality 
in  that  Being  of  Majesty  which  pervades  the 
Universe.  To  such  an  one  is  the  Garden  of 
Knowledge  a  free  place  and  a  home.  And  the 
statues,  devoid  of  all  witchery,  are  seen  by  him 
in  their  true  forms.  Beautiful,  \  but  par- 
tial revelations  —  meagre  embodiments  of 
that  grand  Beauty,  of  which  the  Monad  is  at 
once  the  Creator  and  the  Life — the  Demiurgos 
and  the^Eicton. 

But  Azeth  only  half  knew  the  truth  of  this 
belief.  Too  much  in  the  powor  of  sudden  ex- 
citements of  feeling,  he  was  ever  ready  to  ac- 
cept fervour  for  stability,  and  enthusiasm  for 
conviction.  And  thus,  when  the  re-action 
of  doubt  after  the  fever  of  such  impulsive  be- 
liefs, crept  over  him  cold  and  paralyzing,  it 
brought  with  it  a  weight  of  shame  that  crushed 
him  to  the  dust ;  and  agonies,  which  might  have 
obtained  pardon  for  any  misdeeds,  could  the 
guilt  of  sin  be  expiated  by  its  sorrows. 

He  stood  in  the  world,  a  being  differing  from 
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most  of  his  kind.  His  still  and  contemplative 
life  had  unfitted  him  for  struggling  with  the 
rugged  actualities  about  him ;  while  the  active 
and  objective  existence  of  other  men  gave 
them  a  stout  manliness,  and  an  energetic  hardi- 
hood, that  put  his  delicacy  and  trembling  con- 
scientiousness to  shame  for  weakness. 

Was  his  childhood's  faith  the  true  one? 
And  if  so,  why  did  it  not  not  fill  and  satisfy 
the  heart,  ennobling  it  the  while  ?  If  false  - 
the  whole  body  of  the  priesthood  encouraging 
and  teuching  it — what  was  the  Truth  ?  Was 
there  one  God,  or  many  ?  He  did  not  ask  was  there 
a  God  ?  Where  was  wisdom  ?  In  the  doctrines  of 
his  age,  or  in  the  teaching  of  his  own  soul  ? 
But  late  he  had  prayed  ;  and  his  spirit  had 
been  filled  with  the  glory  of  the  great  Spirit 
of  Nature.  And  all  creation  had  sent  forth 
the  one  loud  answer :  u  There  is  a  God — a 
God  of  love — a  father  who  protects  all  his 
children — a  Creator  who  blesses  all  his  crea- 
tures ;  there  is  such  a  God — worship  him !" 
And  as  Azeth  had  drunk  in  that  spiritual 
echo,  which  was  almost  like  a  living  sound, 
so  palpable  and  intense,  the  Forms,  in  which 
the  Eternal  was  shrouded,  were  forgotten, 
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while  the  Intention  and  Idea  alone  appeared. 
And    he    felt    that    whether    worshipped    as 
Auiun  or  as  Phtha,  or  addressed  as  embodied 
in  the  starry  worlds  of  light,  the  essence  of  all 
religions    waa    the    same — the    impersonation 
the  only    difference     between     each.       It  is 
thus   every   man   feels,  wiio,  forgetting  time, 
sect,  prejudice,  and  land,  can  ascend  to  that 
high    sphere    above    himself — and   luuking    at 
Truth  as  aii  infinity  which  embraces  all  things, 
and  all  faiths  howsoever  unlike — can  pray — one 
of  the  children  loved  and  cared  for,   together 
with  the  bird  and  the  weed ;  accepted  before 
the  Throne,  together  with  the  barbarian  and 
the    o  entile.     Content  to   swell  the  incense- 
cloud   of  praise,  which  momentarily  rises  up 
from  each  full  censer  in  Nature's  Temple,  he 
heeds  neither  the  phrase  nor  the  form ;  and  whe- 
ther the  robes  of  his  sacrifice  be  of  this  JEdea 
or  of  that,  he  ieels  that  they  are  alike  sanctified. 
What !  shall  the  Creator  who  made  and  pre- 
serves the  very  stone  of  the  ground,  and  whose 
Spirit  is  bestowed  on  the  reptile  which  writhes 
beneath  man's  dainty  heel,  shall   He  feel  de- 
light at  anger,  and  bitterness,  and  bloodshed, 
because   his   creatures   speak    to    Him    their 
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wants,  arid  their  needs,  and  their  adoration, 
in  ways  various  to  each  other  ?  Is  the  Love 
of  the  Great  Soul  of  Love  so  scant?  Is  the 
extent  of  the  Infinite  so  circumscribed  ?  Ye 
men,  who  with  fire  and  sword  would  force  all 
to  pray  in  your  own  one  language — do  ye 
not  blaspheme  ?  For  who  but  the  GOD  can 
judge  the  heart?  And  how  can  ye  frame  an 
universal  law  from  your  own,  that  shall  bind 
each  other  ?  On  every  man's  soul  be  his  judg- 
ment and  its  reward ! 

And  Azeth  had  prayed,  in  blessed  forgetful- 
ness  of  the  Embodiments.  And  hurrying  to 
the  Temple  of  a  faith,  which  his  calmer  reason 
denounced  as  superstitious,  his  spirit  had 
been  as  free  as  if  he  had  stood  on  the  moun- 
tain-altar which  man's  folly  had  never  dese- 
crated, nor  his  hypocrisy  polluted.  He  had 
gone  to  the  only  right  teachers... to  nature 
and  his  own  heart.  And  had  he  had  suffi- 
cient self-reliance  on  these,  they  would  have 
guided  him  to  the  place  of  rest  where  he 
longed  to  be.  It  was  in  quitting  them,  for 
the  way  of  men,  that  he  stumbled  and  fell.  The 
time-honored  lie  of  the  sanctity  of  murder  had 
made  him  start  and  tremble ;  raising  the  old 
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fearful  thoughts,  like  ghosts  from  the  grave  to 
haunt  and  beset.  And  the  voice,  which  then 
sounded  on  his  path,  beautiful  but  deadly, 
like  some  blighting  meteor  of  the  night,  had 
given  a  shape  and  substance  to  these  misty 
thoughts  And  the  shape  clung  round  his 
neck,  and  would  not  let  him  free. 

Where  was  truth  ? 

"And  yet  if  I  am  doubting  now;"  he 
thought,  "  in  my  Initiation  I  shall  surely  be 
confirmed  in  some  belief:  be  it  for  the  honor 
of  the  Adytum — be  it  against !  And  if  I  then 
find  that  these  strange  caskets  of  the  etherial 
glory  enclose  another  meaning  for  the  learned, 
than  they  do  for  the  ignorant — I  should  be 
presumptuous  past  forgiveness,  were  I  to  com- 
plain of  the  garb  in  which  the  fathers  of  old 
clothed  Truth !  Surely,  when  one  of  that 
hallowed  body  which  commands  the  worship  of 
the  Gods  of  the  Temple,  I  shall  find  good  in 
that  worship  !  Ainasis  hath  promised  me  his 
guidance  :  and  will  he  not  lead  me  to  wisdom  ? 
Heart  !  be  thou  still  and  wait!  Yet  ah  !  to 
wait  in  the  dumb  chamber  of  death  till  the 
tardy  dawn  arise — to  wait  and  tire  not — that  is 
hard  !  And  the  world,  to  me,  is  one  large 
chamber  of  death,  whose  animation  is  but  its 
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other  name.  I  see  all  nature  —  the  wonderful, 
the  glorious  —  like  the  golden  bird  of  the  desert 
rise  young,  and  re-created,  from  her  fragrant 
funeral  pyre;  reproducing  herself;  her  exist- 
ence through  decay  ;  her  life  through  de- 
struction. I  see  laws  which  govern,  and  an- 
tipathies which  correct,  all  working  silently, 
but  irresistibly,  in  the  boundless  blue  above, 
and  in  the  dark  mines  beneath.  But  if  the 
Spirit  of  these  be  not  visible,  it  is  nought. 
For  myself,  I  know  that  I  have  physical  life  ; 
but  what  further?  Yes!  and  a  soul  within, 
which  rises  high  above  all!  A  soul,  which, 
neither  born  nor  resting  here,  is  ever  strug- 
gling against  its  bonds  of  humanity,  and  ever 
striving  to  escape  into  the  bosom  of  the  In- 
finite. And  ,can  this  divine  emanation  ever 
return  in  the  debased  form  of  the  brute  ?  Or, 
can  it  be  enshrined,  pure  from  the  eternal 
fount—  a  direct  ray  from  Amun—  in  the  bird,  and 
the  creeping  reptile  ?  But  the  immortal  spirit 
cannot  commune  with  dead  matter  !  What, 
then,  is  that  voice  which  steals  out  from  every 
life  in  creation,  but  the  voice  of  the  spirit's 
like  —  the  voice  of  the  demiurgos—  the  vivific 


Spirit    of    Nature—  the   God    of  the 

But  where    are    they  shown?      Where    are 
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they  palpably  revealed?  If  enshrined  within 
the  walls  of  the  Adytum,  they  are  veiled 
from  the  knowledge  of  those  who  only 
stand  within  the  sekos.  They  are  not  fitly  re- 
vealed, through  the  doctrines  for  the  herd  I 
And  yet ;  can  the  whole  race  of  men  be  in 
darkness  and  error  ?  Can  light  be  so  circum- 
scribed? Must  it  not,  by  its  very  nature, 
spread  and  be  diffused?  A  weary  day  is  my 
life  !  All  is  so  hot  and  sultry,  and  no  shade 
or  resting-place  lies  before  me  I  Sweet  night! 
what  holy  lessons  thy  dusk  loveliness  tells 
out!  Lessons,  too  soon  forgotten  in  the  glar- 
ing noontide.  How  pure  and  grand  is  the 
universe,  when  seen  through  thy  starry  mirror! 
But  evil  has  set  his  seal  upon  me,  and  so  has 
divided  me  from  thee.  Ah  !  whence  came 
this  evil?  Who  may  answer  I  The  pure  may 
not  bring  forth  the  impure,  and  the  holy  hath 
nougiit  to  do  with  sin.  And  yet  HERE  is  SIN, 
and  its  Beginning  was  ONCE.  From  whom  ? 
Who  placed  this  screen  between  man  and  the 
gods*  ?  Oh !  my  heart  will  crack  with  its  un- 
answered cry.  Set  in  the  midst  of  mysteries : 
— something  incessantly  urging  me  to  endea- 
vour after  their  solution  ;...no  aid  from  with- 
out;...one,  wavering  and  doubtful  only,  from 
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within ;... knowing  that  the  great  things  of 
life  are  enwrapped  in  these  mysteries,  and  that 
the  blessedness  of  the  hereafter  hangs  upon 
their  fit  answering;... what  will  be  my  end, 
unless  with  added  years,  comes  added  know- 
ledge? Ever  by  the  portal,  never  entering; 
still  essaying,  still  repulsed ;  with  a  far-off 
glory  inviting  me  in 'vain;...  no  where  can  I 
find  that  peace  which  I  seek.  The  grave  is 
cold,  and  its  cerecloths  are  fetters;  but  the 
stars  shine  brightly  over  the  tombs.  And 
she,  the  Beautiful,  will  then  open  her  gleaming 
arms  to  receive  me  ;  and  will  hymn  my  weary 
soul  to  rest.  Rest  is  in  the  grave; — rest  for 
the  body.  Is  Wisdom  there  likewise  ?" 

u  My  young  disciple  still  pale  and  mourn- 
ful ?"  said  Amasis,  who  had  entered  unper- 
ceived.  "  Tush !  thou  wilt  never  be  a  man 
and  a  philosopher  if  thou  art  so  easily  cast 
down  !  Why  torture  thyself  with  such  ques- 
tions ?  Why  not  take  the  only  wi^e  course  of  life, 
and  seize  the  present,  instead  of  groping  alter 
the  future?  Live  ! — live  by  crowding  years  of 
pleasure  into  days  and  hours !  Fill  each  mo- 
ment as  a  wine  cup,  high  to  the  brim  with  rich, 
red  joys,  and  drink  thy  thirst  away  !  Are  not 
rose-buds'  crimson  lips,  and  lilies'  starry  eyes 
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fitter  graces  for  thy  goblet's  edge,  than  skulls 
and  bones?  Thou  makest  a  large  charnel 
house  of  the  world;  /  people  the  very  air 
with  shapes  of  enjoyment.  Leave  to  the 
grave  its  skeletons,  and  to  the  tomb  its  mum- 
mies, and  come  out  into  the  sunlight ;  and 
warm  thy  chilly  blood  till  it  boils  through  thy 
veins  with  all  youth's  fit  passionateness." 

"  And  the  end  of  this,  0  my  father  ?'' 

"  The  end  !—  foiget  that  word  !  Its  reality 
cometh  soon  enough.  We  need  not  that  its 
shadow  should  ever  haunt  the  soul.  Whilst 
thou  art,  what  hast  thou  to  do  with  what  th'ou 
wilt  be?  Leave  all  this  to  hoary  heads  and 
wrinkled  brows,  but  do  thou,  in  thy  spring- 
tide, gather  flowers  And  weave  them  into 
garlands  of  beauty  for  thyself.  This  is  the 
only  business  which  life  has  prepared  for  the 
young !" 

Azeth  looked  up  with  a  slow  gaze  of  as- 
tonishment, ejaculating,  "  My  Father,  is  that 
thou?" 

"  My  son,  it  is  my  own  self,  and  none  other,'' 
replied  Amasis  smiling.  "  Thou  dost  not  love 
my  philosophy?" 

"  If  thou  wert  in  earnest,  nay,"  said  the 
boy  with  a  sickly  smile.  In  jest,  it  forms  a 
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gay  chaplet.     But  I  fear  me  that  the  buds  are 
poisoned,  like  the  berries  of  the  false  ivy !" 

Amasis  frowned.  "  Thou  hast  gloomy  fan- 
cies," he  said,  turning  away.  "  Thou  wouldst 
make  the  very  sun  a  world  of  cloud  aud  dark- 
ness with  thy  chill  fancy." 

"  Nay,  holy  father ;  1  strive  rather  to  subdue 
the  warmth  of  my  fancy,  than  to  foster  it.  Too 
luxuriously  for  pale  wisdom  does  it  riot  within 
me.'' 

"  Then  must  one  be  ever  grave  with  thee  ? 
Thou  wouldst  fail  to  make  a  blind  man  think 
thee  but  a  boy.  To  bind  such  solemn  thoughts 
and  sad  musings  round  thy  childlike  brow,  is 
indeed  strange.  And  unnatural  sound  words 
of  seriousness,  when  uttered  by  thy  piping 
voice.  Laugh,  and  jest,  and  song  inspired  by 
loving  eyes,  suit  thine  age  more  than  these." 

rt  Thou  needest  not  tempt  me  to  prove  my 
weakness.  I  am  too  prone  to  a  life  of  luxu- 
rious beauty.  But  it  costs  me  so  much  of 
sorrow  in  returning  to  the  right  path,  that  I 
have  more  anguish  in  the  end,  than  I  had  joy 
at  the  beginning. " 

"And  why  this  anguish  ?" 

4 'Why?  Surely,  holy  father;  pleasure  is 
not  our  life's  work.  Surely  there  is  a  higher 
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and  a  holier  task  set   before  us,  than  revelry 
and  joyous  feasting." 

"  A  true  sage  should  have  passed  through 
every  state  of  life — through  riches,  and  through 
poverty — through  solitude  and  crowded  com- 
panionship— through  privation  and  overflowing 
luxuries — that  he  may  know,  and  choose  which- 
is  the  state  best  fitted  for  him." 

"Dear  father!  is  there  not  another  teacher 
than  experience  ?    One  whose  rules  are  truer  ?" 
"And  this  is-?" 
u  Conscience." 

"  Thou  art  still  dreaming  in  thy  nurse's 
arms,  Azeth  !  Canst  thou  really  believe  this 
chimera  to  be  true?'' 

**  I  believe  in  its  whispers  !" 
"  Whispers  ?     Thou   art  right  there  !     So 
faint   are  these  whispers,  that   none  but  the 
preternaturally-gifted  can  hear  them  !" 

"  Father  !"  said  Azeth,  his  pale  lips  quiver- 
ing, "  thou  art  too  hard  on  thy  son,  in  de- 
manding from  him  the  strength  of  a  proved 
man." 

Amasis  looked  down.  For  an  instant  he 
stood  ashamed  before  the  beauty  of  purity. 
Then  his  dark  eyes  gleamed  out  with  a  mock- 
ing smile,  and  he  answered  only  by  a  low 
laugh. 
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"  Thou  thinkest  me  presumptuous  in  my 
speech  ?  Thou  wilt  not  answer  ?  Then  thou 
art  indeed  offended  with  me  !  But  I  meant 
not  to  anger  thee,  Holy  and  Wise  !  Yet  thou, 
thyself,  must  know  what  a  tyrant  is  that 
spirit  which  dwells  in  our  hearts,  and  com- 
mands us  to  think  and  to  speak  only  in  its 
own  way  !  I  honor  thee— I  revere — love — 
worship  thee  ;  but  thou  and  this  spirit  do  oft 
war ;  and  the  mightiest,  which  is  the  Internal 
Voice,  must  be  obeyed." 

"  At  least  thou  art  guiltless  of  the  vice 
of  hypocrisy,"  said  the  Priest  sarcastically. 
"  These  are  strange  words  to  say  to  the  Hiero- 
phant  !  What  mean  they  more  than  this  :  *  My 
own  dark  way,  and  my  own  childish  thoughts 
I  love  better  than  thy  teaching?'  This  is  the 
true  interpretation  of  speech  which  thou  sought 
craftily  to  mask  in  mystic  phrases  !" 

"  Nay  !  nay  !  Thou  dost  judge  me  too 
harshly  !  I  could  not  dare  to  place  myself 
and  thee  upon  an  equal  height.  That  voice, 
whose  words  I  said  that  I  must  obey,  is  some- 
thing which  dwells  with,  but  is  not  of,  me; 
something  holier,  purer,  than  am  I — something 
intermixed  with,  but  not  emanating  from,  my- 
self. And  it  is  a  stranger  law,  not  one  of  my 
o  wn  will,  which  I  am  compelled  to  obey." 
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"  But  a  few  nights  since,  and  thou  didst 
swear  to  obey  only  me,"  said  Ainasis  coldly. 

"  Dost  thou  always  perform  thy  vows 
thus  ?" 

Azeth  pressed  his  hands  over  his  eyes. 

"  True,  true,"  he  muttered.  "I  am  his  — 
his  only." 

"  Aye,  thou  art  mine,  Azeth  ! — mine,  both 
by  the  bond  of  thine  oath,  and  by  my  power 
of  the  stronger  over  the  weaker.  Thou  art 
the  child,  I  am  the  man.  Thou  art  the  un- 
learned disciple,  I,  the  Hierophant — the  re- 
vealer  of  holy  things — the  subduer  of  Nature. 
And  yet,  thou  wilt  not  allow  me  to  guide 
thee  ;  but  perversely,  like  the  tameless  horse 
of  the  Black  Country,  wilt  take  none  but 
thine  own  course.  And  it  is  the  course  of 
destruction — the  course  of'  blindness,  and  bar- 
renness, and  sterile  desert  plains." 

"  Father,  do  aught  with  me  ;  but  make  me 
not  to  sin." 

"  Shall  I  throw  off  this  wearying  cloak  ?" 
thought  Amasis.  "  Sooner  or  later,  this  boy 
must  see  the  true  shape  of  that  winch  is  to 
make  him  wise."  Then  rising,  he  stood  over  the 
disciple.  "  What  is  sin,  Azeth  ?"  he  asked  in 
a  low,  hollo -,v  voice.  "  This  word  is  oft  upon 

VOL.  u.  c 
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thy  lips.  Tell  me  what  it  is.  Tell  me  its 
meaning  ;  for  I  know  it  not." 

*'  Knowest  thou  not  the  commands  of 
Heaven  ?  Father  !  father  !  why  dost  thou  so 
mock  me  ?"' 

"  I  mock  thee  for  thy  folly  ;  for  foolish 
beyond  all  art  thou  !  Thou  hast  wise  words 
in  plenty  ;  sage  questions  ;  abstruse  specula- 
tions ; — but  of  real  wisdom,  the  locust  on  the 
grass-blade  hath  more.  Now  tell  me,  what  is 
that  thing  which  thou  dost  name  sin  ?  Tell 
me  which  portion  of  this  earth — which  one  of 
the  laws  of  nature  thou  dost  dare  to  brand 
with  the  mark  of  evil  ?  Where  can  the  boy 
mend  the  work  of  the  Demiurgos  ?" 

Azeth  advanced  a  few  steps,  and  fixing  his 
eyes  upon  the  Priest,  with  a  look  of  almost  in- 
spiration, he  answered : — 

"  He,  whose  heart  hath  not  told  him  of  the 
reality  of  sin ;  he,  to  whom  the  Gods  speak  so 
confusedly  and  unintelligibly,  that  their  man- 
dates are  unknown  ;  he,  whose  way  is  so  secure 
that  he  cannot  fall ;  such  an  one  hath  nought 
to  do  with  earth.  He  stands,  a  being  immea- 
surably above,  or  sunken  far  below,  his  fellows. 
He  is  not  a  brother  nor  a  father ;  but  an  in- 
telligence with  whom  we  have  nought  in 
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common,  save  in  the  form  alone.  Lower  than 
the  Ministers  of  Typhon,  or  more  glorious 
than  the  Genii  of  Amenti,  what  hath  such  an 
one  to  do  with  the  life  of  humanity?  Let 
him  depart.  Nature  is  too  perfect,  or  too  base, 
a  thing  for  him  to  partake.  The  Gods  created 
earth  for  men  — not  for  angels — nor  yet  for 
demons.  And  in  one  of  these  two  classes  must 
be  ranked  the  man  who  denies  the  existence 
of  sin !" 

"  And  such  an  one  am  I,  Azeth  !"  exclaimed 
the  Priest,  raising  his  hand  to  arrest  the  fur- 
ther speech  ot  the  boy,  and  uttering  his  words 
in  a  loud  commanding  tone. 

l<  Is  this  all  a  dream  ?"  repeated  the  young 
Disciple  ;  a  look  of  astonishment  mixed 
with  childlike  awe  in  his  full  eyes. 

"  It  is  a  reality,  Azeth  !  I,  the  High  Priest 
of  Amun — I,  Amasis  of  Thebes— say  to  thee 
once  more,  that  I  deny  the  existence  of  ain. 
Do  thou  prove  it.  Where  bides  it  ?" 

"  Here  !"  gasped  the  boy,  turning  pale. 

"  Thou  pointest  to  thy  heart.  Mine  says 
me  nought.  If  thou  art  so  lost  and  wretched 
that  thy  very  thoughts  seem  polluted,  the 
blame  and  the  punishment  are  both  thine  own. 

c  3 
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But,  in  the  name  of  Amun,  dare  not  to  accuse 
all  men  of  the  same  !  Let  not  the  deaf  say 
that  none  can  hear,  nor  the  blind  that  none  can 
see.  Let  not  the  weak  say  that  all  are  frail, 
nor  the  unsteadfast  that  all  waver.  That 
demon  in  thy  heart,  let  it  siy  what  it  will  to 
thyself,  but  pretend  not  to  rule  others  by  its 
weird  speeches !  I  feel  no  consciousness  of 
sin,  for  I  know  of  no  law  of  prohibition,  and 
1  acknowledge  no  law  of  command.  That 
which  is  in  the  nature  of  man,  and  that  which 
his  constitution  teaches  him  to  do,  is  good. 
Fools  have  called  one  thing  well,  and  another 
evil.  But  nature  teaches  that  all  things  are 
equally  good." 

"  And  the  Future  ?" 

"  A  dream  ;  a  sleep." 

"  The  rewards  and  punishments  ;—  the  judg- 
ment in  the  Dark  Halls  ;— the  soul's  transmi- 
gration ?" 

"  Tales,  wherewith  to  amuse  the  childly- 
minded  ;  —  Azeth  among  the  rest." 

"  The  words  of  the  Gods  are  not  interpreted 
by  thee,  O  Amasis!  Thou  art  speaking 
falsely  and  deceitfully  !" 

"  Boy !  thou  dost  forget  thyself !"  said 
Amasis  with  severity. 
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"  Is  this  thy  guidance  ?"  passionately  con- 
tinued Azeth.  "Is  this  thy  truthfulness? 
Into  a  worse  place  hast  thou  led  me,  and  laid 
on  me  a  heavier  burden  than  before !  A 
lather?  a  tyrant  and  a  taskmaster  art  thou! 
1  throw  off'  thy  bonds  ;  I  renounce  my  obe- 
dience ;  I  stand  up  before  thee,  free,  and  thy 
denouncer !  Thou  art  a  false  priest ;  a  liar 
before  the  Gods  ;  a  liar  before  men.  Is  this 
the  l>oasted  wisdom  of  the  Temple  ?  Then 
farewell  to  its  honors,  and  its  Purple  Fillet  of 
light!  Its  High  Priest  luring  to  vice — teach- 
ing impiety — preaching  out  atheism — what 
have  I  to  do  with  it  ?  What,  but  to  lay  my 
curse  on  its  pollutions,  and  flee  from  its  snares  ? 
flee  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth,  where 
the  sound  oi  the  sistrum,  and  the  voice  of  the 
choristers,  may  never  sound  in  mine  ears  !  Thou 
deniestsin?  Thou  revilest  the  natural  law  of 
virtue,  and  knowest  not  of  a  spirit  within,  nor 
of  an  hereafter?  No  guide  art  thuu  for  me! 
No  interpreter  of  truth — no  oracle  of  heaven  ! 
A  false  stranger — a  lion  slaying  all  that  cross 
his  blood-stained  path — an  incarnation  of  the 
spirit  of  evil — thou  ma}  st  be  all  these, 
and  worse,  but  a  father  and  a  hierophant  ? 
tush  !  that  is  madness !" 
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The  boy  fell  back  upon  a  seat  and  burst  into 
tears. 

"I  was  too  early,"  thought  Amasis.  "  I 
strained  the  cord  too  tight.  It  will  snap  if  I 
loosen  it  not ;  and  then  all  my  cares  will  have 
been  in  vain.  Azeth!"  he  said  aloud,  laying 
his  hand  on  the  boy's  shoulder  and  speaking 
softly  and  kindly.  "  Thou  hast  indeed  a 
brave  soul !  Though  outwardly  so  frail,  thou 
art  unshaken  as  the  rock  when  the  south  wind 
blows  over  it.  I  have  proved  thee  sharp  and 
sore ;  and  thou  hast  withstood.  And  thou 
shalt  receive  thy  well-earned  recompense. 
Thou  couldst  not  deem  me  serious?  Thou 
couldst  not  deem  that  these  words  came 
from  my  soul — that  they  were  my  spoken 
Thoughts  ?" 

"  Oh  1  say  that  again,  again !"  cried  the 
boy,  flinging  himself  at  the  Priest's  feet,  and 
embracing  his  knees.  "  Oh !  say  it  over  and 
over!  Thy  words  fall  like  oil  upon  a  wound, 
and  soften  the  pain  of  my  broken  heart. 
Hush !  Speak,  O  father !  speak,  God-be- 
loved I" 

"  And  didst  thou  believe  that  the  Pontift  of 
the  Abode  of  Amun,  could  deny  the  existence 
of  his  Gods  ?  Foolish  boy !  Stranger  than 
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the  tale-teller's  many  coloured  marvels  would 
that  strange  thing  have  been  !  Nay !  nay  ! 
Ainasis  is  a  faithful  servant  of  the  Temple; 
and  he  only  uses  the  mask  of  impiety,  to  bind 
others  stronger  still,  to  its  worship !  That  is 
lawful  ?  There !  cheer  up !  I  love  to  see  that 
bright  smile  come  forth  again,  as  thou  hangest, 
like  a  child,  about  my  knees.  Thou  art  a 
brave  boy  ;  for  thou  didst  stand  firm  by  thy 
faith,  in  spite  of  thine  —oath,  Azeth  !" 

"Oh!  that  oath!  that  oath!"  groaned  the 
boy. 

u  Ha !  thou  didst  forget  it  again?  Thou 
must  grave  this  vow  deeper  in  thy  memory, 
my  son,  else  shall  we  for  ever  err  and  wander 
apart,  unable  to  meet  in  union  and  confi- 
dence. This  time  thy  scant  obedience  hath 
served  thee  well:  another,  it  may  mar  all' 
And  I  can  pardon,  too,  the  bold  words  of 
defiance  which  thou  didst  hurl  at  me,  so  fear- 
lessly, because  they  were  spoken  with  all  the 
fervid  enthusiasm  of  a  heart  devoted  to  the 
Gods.  And  yet,  my  son !  thou  must  not 
repeat  the  experiment.  Sage  and  Philosopher 
as  I  am,  I  have  powers  in  my  hand  which 
would  be  dangerous  to  provoke.  And  the  con- 
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sciousness  of  strength  ever  adds  fuel  to  the 
flame  of  man's  anger.  Thou  art  forgiven  for 
this  once.  Nay,  more  !  thou  hast  earned  thy- 
self praises,  for  thy  hardihood.  But  I  counsel 
thee  again,  repeat  not  the  trial !" 

''  Oh !  canst  thou  indeed  pardon  impiety  so 
black  ?"  sobbed  the  boy.  "  I  was  mad.  I 
knew  not  what  words  my  lips  pronounced ! 
Thy  very  form  was  changed ;  and  instead  of 
shining  before  me,  as  thou  dost  now,  grand 
and  beautiful  enough  to  be  thyself  the  incar- 
nntion  of  the  deity,  I  thought  that  it  was 
some  gigantic  fiend,  glooming  like  a  black- 
winged  eagle  swooping  over  his  prey.  Thine 
eyes  shone  out  like  fiery  brands ;  thy  lips 
seemed  beds,  where  surged  burning  rivers 
of  falsehood  and  of  sin.  Thou  wert  not 
Amnsis".  Thou  wert  a  fearful  demon.  I  was 
mad — mad!  It  was  not  to  thee  that  I  spoke, 
holy  father  I  It  was  not  to  thee,  but  to  that 
ghastly  phantom  which  swept  befo  e  me;  and 
taking  thy  place,  goaded  my  blinded  spirit  into 
frenzy  !" 

"  Speak  no  more  of  it!"  said  the  Priest 
kindly,  "  but  let  us  talk  calmly  of  the  ;zreat 
subject  resting  between  us.  And  we  will 
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banish  all  doubts  and  sorrows  ;  for  thou  art 
not  one  to  try  so  roughly  !  We  do  not  yoke 
the  butterfly  to  the  plough  of  the  steer,  nor 
lay  on  the  nightingale  the  burden  of  the  camel. 
Tell  me,  again,  of  thy  doubts  ;  and  I  will 
answer  them  better,  now  that  1  have  seen  the 
faithful  love  which  thou  bearest  for  the  Holy 


And  yet  though  Ama!?is  spoke  gravely  and 
gently,  there  was  an  accent  in  his  tone  that 
jarred  upon  the  heart  of  Azeth. 

"  Thou  hast  not  forgotten  all  which  I  said 
to  thee,  on  that  fearful  night  ?"  replied  the  boy 
in  a  low,  wearied  voice.  "  These  are  my 
doubts.  I  shrink  from  telling  them  out  for 
the  wide-eyed  day  to  hear!" 

'*  Thou  fearest  the  truth  of  the  Gods  of  the 
Temple?  It  was  this?  Dear  boy  1  this 
doubt  oppresses  each  reasoning  man  of  the 
Land  of  Khem  ;  hut  it  is  suppressed  ;  by 
some  from  lear;  by  others  from  policy.  The 
Impersonation  of  tiiat  Spirit  which  pervades 
the  All,  must  ever  bring  with  it  a  sense  of 
degradation.  This  is  from  the  natural  consti- 
tution of  man.  Tlia  which  is  unseen,  and 
only  dimly  imaginable,  is  ever,  to  him,  far 
grander  than  the  noblest  idea  represented.  It 
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may  be  represented  fitly  and  beautiful;  but 
the  fact  of  its  capability  to  be  grasped  and 
understood  by  the  finite  senses,  of  itself  lessens 
and  humbles.  Thou  fearest  that  the  Mighty 
Beings,  whose  stature  is  illimitable,  are  de- 
graded by  these  strange  impossibilities  of  inon - 
ater-headed  figures?  Thou  art  right;  and 
thou  art  in  error.  Right,  in  supposing  them, 
thus,  unmeetly  prefigured ;  in  error  in  imagin- 
ing that  there  COULD  be  any  visible  shrines 
more  meet  than  these !" 

"  Is  there,  then,  no  gradation  in  human 
honors  ?  Are  all  things  alike  ?" 

"  Compared  with  Infinity,  yes !  Our  mea- 
surement is  limited.  The  Monad  is  beyond, 
and  above,  all  space.  And  we  ascribe  to  the 
Eternal  Essence  the  same  limitation  with  our- 
selves, when  we  say  that  such  is  worthy,  and 
such  is  unworthy,  for  his  worship." 

"  But  if  our  souls  tell  us  that  such  worship 
is  pure,  and  such  is  false — that  such  is  grand, 
and  such  polluted;  what  then?" 

"  My  son,  thou  art  bewildering  thyself  with 
thy  soul,  and  its  wondrous  speakings  !  Thou 
knowest  that  I  deny  this  incessant  spiritual  inter- 
course !  Thou  doubtest  that  the  One  Universal 
-Spirit  is  enclosed  in  beetle,  and  bird,  and  snake, 
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and  yet  believe  that  thou  boldest  sensible  com- 
munion with  Him  ?  Is  not  this  more  degrad- 
ing to  that  lofty  Idea,  which  thou  art  so  solicit- 
ous to  preserve  in  unbroken  majesty,  than  any 
worship  ?  The  one  is  presumption,  the 
other  has,  at  best,  its  ground-work  in  humility  ! 
I  must  first  rid  thy  mind  of  this  prejudice  ; 
for  whilst  thou  dost  hold  it,  we  shall  never 
arrive  at  that  truth,  in  search  of  which  we  have 
setr  out.  Man  is  placed  here— how,  or  from 
whence,  or  why,  we  cannot  answer—yet  here  h 
is  to  labour  by  himself,  separated  from  the  spi- 
ritual world.  Some  few  there  are  \vho  have 
o'er-mastered  the  difficulties  of  their  natures, 
and,  ascending  into  the  starry  sphere,  have  been 
able  to  constrain  the  World  of  Genii.  But 
excepting  these  rare  hearts,  man,  has  only  to 
do  with  that  which  he  feels,  and  sees,  and  hears 
about.  His  senses  are  his  sole  guides.  Phan- 
tasies are  deceivers  that  come  but  for  his  ruin. 
And  now,  what  sense  ever  told  thee,  that  thou 
hast  heard  the  voice  of  the  Eternal  Essence  ? 
And  in  what  tongue  were  they  spoken  ? — for 
men  have  many  languages  ;  and  one  cannot 
understand  his  fellow,  if  but  a  few  schoeui  divide 
them  1  In  our  own  ? — or  in  the  words  of  Israel's 
coward  sons  ? — or,  perchance,  in  the  short  ac- 
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cents  of  that  country  whose  monarchs  claim 
kindred  with  the  hosts  of  the  sky  ?— or  in 
which  of  the  gruff  tones  of  the  fair-haired 
barbarians  of  the  west,  were  these  mystic 
words  pronounced?  Seest  thou  not  thy  folly? 
Ridicule  is  a  sharp  prober !  And  that  which 
cannot  bear  its  test,  is  worthy  of  no  better  fate 
than  oblivion." 

"But,  father,  surely  men  have  a  spiritual 
intercourse,  and  receive  spiritual  commands  ?  — 
By  oracles,  at  the  least,  if  not  by  more  per- 
sonal means  !  And  why  hast  thou  passed  from 
the  intermediate  erupyraean— the  more  approach- 
able Gods—to  ascend  up  to  the  Monad,  the  Un- 
nameable  One,  before  whom  the  Universe  falls 
down  in  silence  ?" 

Amnsis  looked  steadily  <>n  the  boy. 

"  What  wouldst  thou  say,  were  I  to  tell  thee, 
that  these  Gods  of  the  Temple  are  but  sym- 
bols of  this  One?  That  in  the  Heavens  lives 
no  antitype  of  Amun — no  original  of  Phtha  ? 
That  these  are  but  steps,  interpreters,  names, 
of  the  Unapproachable? — em1  oiied  attributes 
— rays  ot  the  great  light  alone  !  Doth  this 
doctrine  seem  to  thee  soul-satisfying?" 

Azetn  pressed  his  hands  in  the  hands  of  his 
roaster. 
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"  It  is  truth.  At  last  I  have  found  it  !" 
he  almost  sobbed.  "  The  stumbling  block 
is  removed,  and  I  am  free  to  go  for- 
ward !" 

"  There  follow  strange  result?."  said  Ainasis, 
coldly. 

Azeth  shuddered. 

"  Do  not  cast  it  down  !  The  fair  crystal  py- 
ramid, do  not  shatter  it.  See  !  it  glances  ra- 
diantly ;  and  its  flashing  doors  are  opened 
wide,  inviting  all  to  enter.  The  air  is  sweet,  and 
brings  perfume  1'reah  as  the  scent  of  the  Sacred 
Bean  upon  its  track  :  and  all  is  so  cool  and 
beautiful !  Do  not  destroy  thine  own  crea- 
tion !" 

"  Thou  rnuot  overthrow  the  false  beauties  ruth- 
lessly and  untiringly,'  replied  Ainasis,  "if  thou 
wouldst  arrive  at  the  true  beauty  I  The  path- 
way up  the  steep  hill  of  knowledge  is  beset 
with  many  snares;  and  it  haa  many  places 
which  allure  the  traveller  to  stop  and  rest. 
But  if  thou  enter  there,  and  go  not  forward  to 
the  height,  why  not  rather  have  remained  upon 
the  plain  ?  Why  toil  so  wearisomely  after 
fallacy?  That  is  unwise.  Shall  1  then  leave 
thee,  now,  to  enjoy  thy  new  found  toy,  or 
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I  lead  thee  further  ?  Art  thou  strong  ?  Canst 
thou  climb,  and  faint  not?  Canst  thou  leave 
thy  home  of  garden  bower,  and  come  with  me 
into  the  heat  of  the  desert's  noon  ?" 

"  Father,  I  will  hear  thee  in  all  love  and 
humility.  Let  thy  words  be  what  they  may 
—I  will  listen." 

"  Wilt  thou  say,  that  this  Monad — repre- 
sented only  by  the  Universe,  which  is  his  Mi- 
crocosm— unseen  in  any  Single  Form  of  all 
that  is  on  earth  or  in  the  heavens— adored  best 
by  silence — wilt  thou  say  that  this  Great  Neph 
speaks  audibly  to  thee,  thou  poor  child  ?  Wilt 
thou  say  that  thy  thoughts  are  His  ineffable 
thoughts  ? — thy  visions  of  His  conducting  ? 
Why  hast  thou  wandered  through  life  so  un- 
decided, if  thou  art  under  the  especial  care  of 
the  Eicton?  Why  hast  thou  come  to  me,  who 
am  but  a  man,  for  guidance,  when  thou  hast 
auch  a  master  ?  Speak !" 

Azeth  was  pale,  and  his  lips  quivered. 

"  Ha !  that  dread  word  which  even  the 
Hierophants  tremble  as  they  utter — that  has 
appalled  thee,  when  brought  into  so  close  union 
with  thyself?  Many  a  fleeting  thought,  Azeth, 
which  brings  nought  to  the  mind,  to  the  senses 
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is  fraught  with  horror !  Men  will  think  what 
they  dare  not  utter  !  No,  Azeth  !  alone  on 
earth — this  is  the  lot  of  man.  By  himself 
must  he  search  and  find :  and  if  he  fail,  the  fault 
is  his  own  alone.  But  oh!  — say  not  that  the 
badly  uttered  words  of  the  ONK,  which  thou 
dost  assert  are  spoken  out  so  loudly,  are  to  blame 
for  unintelligibility !  Dost  thou  thiuk,  too, 
that  man  is  of  the  highest  importance  before 
the  Lord  of  the  Stars,  and  the  Ruler  of  the 
Planets  ?  What  is  he  above  the  wild  ass  of 
the  desert  ?  Nor  so  strong,  nor  so  swift,  nor 
so  free !  And  yet  both  have  the  same  gift  of 
life,  the  only  divinity  !" 

"  But  man  has  a  soul.  This  is  his  superior- 
ity," answered  Azeth. 

"  A  soul  !  Good  !  What  is  a  soul, 
boy?" 

'•  Father !  thy  question  is  strange !  What  is 
that  which  lives  for  ever?" 

"  And  where  didst  thou  learn  that  we  have 
aught  which  lives  for  ever  ?'' 

"  The  Temple  declares  it.  The  priests  pro- 
claim it." 

"  And  thou  dost  believe  all  that  is  set  forth 
by  the  Hierophant  ?  If  so,  why  ask  me  of 
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the  reality  of  the  incarnate  Gocls  ?     Thy  own 
speech  convicts  thee  of  contradiction !" 

"  I  did  not  doubt  the  grand  truth  of  our 
immortality  ;  nor  yet  that  of  the  Being  of  the 
Great  Spirit!"  said  Azeth  humbly,  "  It  was  of 
the  Manifestation  that  I  spoke." 

"Yet  if  thou  hadst  trusted  to  the  Guar- 
dians of  the  Mysteries,  as  was  thy  duty,"  re- 
turned Atnasis,  sternly,  "  thou  \\ouldst  have 
believed  implicitly  in  all  taught  by  them.  But 
thou  dost  reject  when  it  displeases  thee  to  re- 
ceive, and  receive  when  it  displeases  thee  to 
reject.  If  thou  hast  paid  the  ^Edes  so  little 
respect  in  thy  doubts,  thou  ntedst  not  strengthen 
thy  beliefs  through  its  authority.  The  Naos 
is,  to  thee,  nought  bui  a  dark  cell  where  stands 
a  statue,  and  where  Bleeps  a  brute,  w.:en  thou 
dost  not  love  all  that  it  contains  ;  but  thou 
wouldst  make  it  the  Holy  Shrine,  where 
re^ts  the  Eternal  Glory,  when  thou  art  faint- 
ing in  the  glare  of  the  su.i  without  its  cool 
walls.  This  is  hj  poci  isy." 

"  Yet  we  all  have  an  in.ernal  conviction  of 
immortality,  which  scarce  demand*  any  foreign 
support," 

"An  internal  conviction:  —  iu  what  folly  do 
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not   thy  lips  give   birth  !      Is   this  conviction 
equal  with  all  nations  ?" 

"  Surely,  yes !" 

"  My  son,  thy  knowledge  of  nature  is  small ; 
— thy  knowledge  of  men  still  smaller  !    Thou 
art  rash  in  thy  hasty  assent.     The  Barbarians 
of  many  lands   think   not  that   they  have   a 
Divine  Particle,   which  will   return  into  the 
Great  Fount   from  whence  it  was  cast  forth. 
The  Israelite's  rac°,  for  one,  holds  not  with 
this  belief.     Then  how  can  it  be  a  certainty 
to  thee,  when  it  is  not  so  to  all  ?   An  universal 
truth  is  truth  to  the  Gentile  and  the  Egyptian 
philosopher  alike.     Life  is  a  truth  ; — and  mat- 
ter.     The  senses  are  true ;  not  so   the  ideas. 
Al!  feel,  and  are  conscious  of  their  own   exis- 
tence ;  but  all  are  not  conscious  of  possessing 
a  soul.    Is  this,  then,  a  peculiar  gift  to  some, — 
denied  to  others?     I  think  not  I     Thou   pos- 
sessest   a  conviction  of  immortality  ?      If  so, 
thou  art  better  favoured  than  Amasis,  for  he 
feels  not  possessed  of  such  a  boon  !     With  the 
Present  is  my  business.     When  I  cease  to  be, 
the  embalmer   may    take  my  body,  and  make 
of  it  a  storehouse  for  spices  and  aromatic  herbs ; 
— the   scribe  may  paint    upon   iuy  wrappings 
a  boat  with  hawk-headed  prows, — and  call  his 


42  AZETH  : 

daub,  the  Boat  of  the  Awful  Sokari;  and 
maintain  that  the  red,  and  blue,  and  white  paint 
have  a  peculiar,  mysterious  sanctity,  bestowed 
by  the  Great  Demiurgos  himself, — and  all 
the  mummeries  of  the  Journey  to  the  Tombs, 
may  be  gone  through;— but  all  will  not  give 
me  that  soul  with  which  I  died  not!  Thou 
lookest  half  in  fear,  half  in  wonder,  at  the 
boldness  with  which  I  speak  ?  We  must  not 
turn  aside  for  shadows,  Azeth!" 

"  And  yet,"  said  the  boy,  with  forced  com- 
posure, "  And  yet  it  jars  upon  us,  when  all 
we  hold  most  sacred  is  roughly  or  coldly 
handled!" 

"  And  I  meant  it  to  jar,"  replied  the  Priest ; 
"  that  the  loud  discordance  might  waken  thee. 
For  again  do  I  brand  thee  with  presumption 
in  supposing  that  thou,  laden  by  thine  own 
confession  with  imperfections,  frailty,  weak- 
ness, and  ignorance,  hast  been  endued  by  the 
Monad  with  part  of  himself, — an  imperishable 
individuality  !  So  sacred  do  the  Hierophants 
hold  this  Life  of  Nature, — this  Eicton,— 
Monad, — Demiurgos, — God, — what  thou  wilt! 
that  they  have  divided  and  subdivided,  to  offer 
only  thickly  shrouded  images  to  the  gross 
minds  of  men,  that  they  may  not  pollute  the 
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Great  Idea  with  their  thoughts.  And  yet 
thou  canst  dare  to  say  that  Azeth,  the  Egyp- 
tian, hath  both  communication  with,  and  ema- 
nation from,  this  Primal  One  ?  Azeth  I  Azeth  ! 
all  that  we  can  know  of  him  is  through  the 
forms  of  matter,  and  the  life  of  the  world. 
There  is  no  other  God !" 

Azeth  did  not  raise  his  eyes  from  the  ground, 
but  merely  said,  "  And  the  Hereafter — " 

"  As  I  said,"  interrupted  Amasis.  "  A 
sleep." 

"  Never  to  break  into  waking?" 

"Never!" 

"  And  the  judgment  of  the  sinful,  arid  the 
rewards  of  the  holy?" 

"Politic  creations,  necessary  to  be  taught 
to  men.  The  belief  in  rewards  and  punish- 
ments keeps  the  rabble  in  a  quiet  mode  of 
life.  And  this  is  the  aim  and  end  of  civil  and 
religious  governments.  But  to  the  philosopher 
it  is  an  aery  and  baseless  belief;  and,  like  thy 
crystal  pyramid,  dissolved  at  the  touch  of  the 
magician's  wand  of  truth." 

"  And  good  and  evil  are  nothing  more  than 
toys  for  the  fancy?'' 

"  Nothing  more,"  answered  Araasis  with  in- 
difference. *'  And  whilst  men  are  babes,  we, 
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the  world's  r'athers,  must  give  them  such  toys 
to  prevent  their  longing  after  glittering  wea- 
pons which  would  slay  them,  and  wound  us." 

"  And  our  life  ends  here  ?  Tnis  world  must 
satisfy  the  craving  heart  ?  Its  echo  must  an- 
swer the  long,  wild  cry  ?  Nothing  purer — 
nothing  holier — nothing  more  tangible?  Dust, 
and  decay,  and  undistinguishable  mixture  with 
the  sand-heap,  our  sole  portion  ?  Ah  !  it  chills 
the  blood  in  my  veins." 

"  Azeth !"  said  Amasis,  "I  opened  this 
path,  at  the  first,  too  suddenly  before  thee. 
Now  I  have  led  thee,  step  by  step,  to  this 
place,  as  the  boundary  of  my  reasonings.  Break 
but  one  knot  in  the  cord  which  1  have  un- 
wound before  thee,  and  thou  hast  lost  the 
golden  jewel  which  depends  therefrom. 
Keep  it  whole,  and  the  gem  of  belief  in  One 
Grand  Spirit,—  unconnected  with  men,  save 
in  the  general  connexion  with  the  universe 
and  its  creatures, — must  be  thine.  Said  I 
not  well ;  enjoy  the  present?  Heap  up  buds  and 
blushing  blossoms  for  thy  dewy  bed.  Lie 
there;  and  read  in  the  flashing  eyes  and  crim- 
son lips  of  nature's  own  and  truest  deities, — 
the  young  maidens  who  stand  betore  the 
shrine  of  love,  and  offer  there  the  dear  sacri- 
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fice  of  their  bright  beauty — the  beat  and  wisest 
lesson  which  can  b  e  taught.  Let  the  moonbeam 
wander  through  thy  hair  where  the  soft  west 
wind  is  playing, — and  bathe  thou  thy  wearied 
lirnbs  in  his  silver  beams.     Let  the  birds  sing 
to  thee  overhead.     Let  the  moths,  with    their 
dazzling  hues  and  flower-like  shapes,  nestle  in 
thy  couch  of  buds  :  and  then  come,  and  tell 
me,  whether  thou  hast  not  found  the  loveliest 
altar  whereat  to  kneel  and  worship:   whether 
thou    hast   not  found   the  only  perfect     and 
satisfying   worship  for    thy  heart.      Off  with 
that    pale    robe    from  thy   brow !      Deck    it 
in  the    Isis   garb    of  many-coloured  thoughts 
and  lightning  phantasies  !    Up  with  the  banner 
of  love  !     Call  around  thee  the  young  and  the 
warm  and  the  fair ;  and  with   them  thou  shalt 
prevail.     Leave  thy  soul  alone — it   will   take 
heed  of  itself —and  spend  thy  life  nobly  and  gene- 
rously   on   objects   that  are   fit   for   its  gifts. 
Come  with  me.    I  will  show  thee  a  Hall  where 
Joys  rule   triumphant,  and  where  no  ghastly 
bier  stands,  frowning,  to  remind  thee  of  man's 
end ! — where  all   earth's  beautiful  things   are 
gathered  together,  thick  as  gems   and  golden 
ores  in  the  treasure-places   of  Rhampsinitue  ! 
Wilt  thou  come  and  count  the   riches?     All 
may  be  thine  own  !" 
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Azeth  did  not  move.  His  face  was  sunk 
upon  his  crossed  arms  which  rested  on  the 
high  back  of  a  chair ;  and  the  long  hair  which, 
in  defiance  of  the  Egyptian  custom,  he  \vore 
uncut,  fell  in  a  loose,  waving  mass  that  half 
covered,  half  showed,  his  pallid  brow. 

"Still  immoveable?  Thou  so  young,  and 
so  insensible?  So  tearful  and  womanish  for 
thoughts,—  so  stern  and  chill  for  actualities? 
A  strange  mass  of  threads  unmatched  and  un- 
meet for  each  other  art  thou  !  Thou  art  but 
a  blunder  of  the  careless  Mother;  and  no  real 
man  of  warm  blood,  and  pulsing  heart.  Shame 
on  thy  manhood  !  Will  nothing  move  thee  ?" 

"Move  me  to  what?"  cried  Azeth  wildly, 
and  starting  up  "  Where  dost  thou  wish  me 
to  go  ?  What  am  I  to  feel  ?" 

"  Love.     And  its  poetry  and  its  beauty  !" 

"Love!"  said  the  boy  bitterly.  "  Callest 
thou  thy  tale,  Love?  Thou  slanderest  its 
name !" 

"  And  thy  name  of  this  maiden  is— what?  I 
should  joy  to  see  the  girl  whom  Azeth  deemed 
worthy  of  possessing  his  rare  affections  !  That 
must  be  a  miracle  beyond  all  that  the  sage 
can  work !" 

"  Thou  mayet  scoff  at   me,  father,  long  and 
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loud  as  thou  wilt.  Thou  hast  taken  from  me 
my  home  in  a  God's  love, — my  trust  in  a 
God's  spiritual  blessing.  Thou  hast  made  the 
world  a  dry  and  desert-plain,  but  thou  canst 
not  make  me  take  up  its  broken  glass  and  foul 
stones,  and  call  them  living  gems !  Thou 
canst  not  make  me  bind  rry  head  with  its 
weeds,  and  call  them  flowers  richer  than  those 
which  strew  the  Monarch's  chamber.  Thy 
love  is  not  mine.  I  will  not  even  name  it, 
love.  For  it  dishonors  the  true  to  liken  to  it 
the  false  !  Give  it  another  name  !" 

"  Rave  not  so  loud,"  said  the  Priest.  "Thou 
art  free  to  name  my  picture  as  thou  wilt. 
Names  change  nor  things.  And  unluckily 
for  thee,  that  feeling  which  thou  dost  bear  for 
thy  maiden,  is  the  self-same  as  that  which  1, 
and  all  other  men,  bear  for  ours !" 

"The  same?  The  one  is  as  far  removed 
from  the  other,  as  heaven  is  from  the  earth  I" 

"  An  apt  simile  but  one  which  tells  against 
thee.  As  far  removed  as  is  a  void, — a  non-exis- 
tence from  a  reality, — so  is  the  vague  dreaminess 
of  thy  spiritual  affection  from  the  burning 
passion  of  a  man's  love  !  Stands  it  not  thus  ? 
Dear  child !  when  thou  makest  comparisons 
be  sure  of  thy  subject,  else  the  stone  which 
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thou  wouldst  fling  on  another's  head,  rolls  back 
upon  thine  own!" 

Well!"  cried  Azeth  with  a  wild  reckless 
air,  and  lauging  boisterously,  "  it  shall  be  as 
thou  wilt.  To  the  Hall !  to  the  Hall !  I  will 
fling  aloft  thy  banner  of  love,  and  will  sing  and 
dance  with  the  rest.  Aye,  thou  art  right  ! 
Pleasure  is  the  world's  Great  God.  The  Pre- 
sent is  the  only  time.  Away,  Amasis  ! — lather 
no  longer,  but  mate  and  brother  in  boundless 
gaiety,  and  fierce  ecstasies.  Why  dost  thou 
tarry  ?  To  thy  boasted  Hall  without  de- 
lay !" 

"Bravely  said,"  Amasis  replied,  laughing. 
"  But  not  now.  This  night  thou  shalt  be 
received.  This  night  shall  see  thy  first  step 
towards  the  greater  initiation." 

"  Initiation  ?"  muttered  Azeth,  the  flush 
fading  from  his  cheek,  and  his  eyes  sinking  to 
the  earth,  "  Mine  initiation  ?" 

"My  unlucky  tongue!"  said  Amasis  im- 
patiently. **  Now  I  shall  have  another  hour 
of  soothing  before  this  coward  dare  look  up ! 
And  thine  initiation,"  he  said  louder,  "  what 
of  that  ?  W  hat  spell  lies  in  that  word  to  make 
thee  change  thy  look  and  tone  so  suddenly  ? 
Thou  hast  passed  through  thy  moral  initiation 
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already.  This  day  hath  seen  it.  Thou  hast 
now  nothing  to  undergo  but  some  half  score 
escapes  with  thy  life.  Thou  needst  not  fear : 
thou  wilt  stand  the  Three  Ordeals  well." 

"  I  do  not  fear  the  Triple  Trial,  Amasis,  for 
would  that  I  died  in  the  dangers  !  Would 
that  the  fire  consumed  me,  and  left  me  on  the 
threshold,  a  mass  of  blackened  dust  !  Oh! 
that  I  had  never  been  born !" 

"  Thou  wilt  not  repeat  that  wish,  to-night, 
when  the  clepsydra  points  at  the  magic  meet- 
ing of  two  days.  Then  say  to  me,  if  thou 
canst,  *  Father !  I  would  that  I  were  dead !' 
Bonds  and  fetters  will  be  woven  round  thee, — 
made  of  odour,  and  of  song,  and  of  gentle 
touch,  and  love's  shy  glance.  But  they  will 
be  tighter  than  thou  canst  loose,  and  firmer 
than  thou  canst  break — nay,  more — thou 
wilt  not  wish  to  free  thyself  from  them,  if  thou 
couldst.  Thou  wilt  stay,  a  willing  captive  ! 
And  if  thou  art  trustful,  and  lookest  frank  and 
joyous,  thou  shalt  behold,  face  to  face,  the 
Glory  of  Maut,  the  Beautiful !" 

"  Thou,  thyself,  hast  destroyed  this  vision  I" 
said  Azeth  passively. 

"Have  I  eo?  See!  how  even  among  the 
Illuminated,  false  wcrds,  habitually  spoken, 
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are  unthinkingly  used  I     Yet  if  thou  canst  not 
behold  Maut,   thou  shalt  see  before  thee  one 
of  the  Angels   of  the  Stars.     She   shall  float 
down  from  her  starry  world  to  cheer  the  earth- 
born  boy,  Lo  I  how  thy  cheek  flushes !    What ! 
hast  thou,  too,  dealings  with  Heaven  ?    Thou 
shalt  see  her  face  to  face;— thou  shalt  touch 
her  hand— but  not  her  lip.     At    my  bidding 
she  shall  appear ;  for  I,  Amasis,"  and  he  drew 
himself  up  proudly,  "can  comm  and  the  invisible 
powers  of   the  air.     From  me  Nature   hides 
none  of  her  secrets.     All  is  open  to  me,  and 
all  is  UNDER  me.     The   stars  are  my  letters . 
and  the  earth  and  the  sky  are  my  books.    Thou 
hast  fallen  into  powerful  hands,  young  child  I — 
more  powerful  than  thou  didst  dream  of,  when 
thou   swore    to    be    my   soul's   vassal.       But 
I    will   lead   thee  gently, — very   gently,  and 
sweetly  ;  and  hereafter  thou  shalt  not  regret 
my  mastership.     Now  fare  thee  well.     Sleep! 
sleep !  until  the  fair  morn  appear — and  refresh 
thee.      Sleep  !  sleep !  thou  poor  child.     Thus, 
do  I  leave  thee  my  peace." 

He  waved  his  hands  over  the  boy,  fixing  his 
dark  eyes  with  a  peculiar  look  of  intenseness 
and  command,  on  the  pale  and  wearied  face  of 
the  young  disciple.  A  strange  feeling  of  the 
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most  delicious  luxuriousness  crept  over  Azeth. 
He  seemed  to  hear  faint,  delicate  music ;  —  now 
sounding  like  the  distant  lull  of  the  blue  waters ; 
— now  like  the  subdued  whispers  of  instruments. 
Though  his  eyes  were  closed,  yet  bright  shapes 
flitted  about  him  ;  and  instead   of    the  void, 
the  blackness,  which  the  drooping  eyelid  shuts 
in,    all  was  filled  with  light,  and  rainbow-like 
circlets,  and   golden   vapours,   and  beautiful, 
shadowy  forms ; — each   chasing  the    other   in 
rapid  succession.      His  limbs  hung  motionless, 
without  the    power   to   stir ;  excepting  once, 
when,  drawn  up  by  an  irresistible   influence, 
his  hand    encountered    that   of    the    Priest, 
who  placed    on     his    cool    palm    a    bud   of 
the    lotus    plant.        This    flower    caused   the 
most  exquisite    sensations.      Flowers    of  the 
rarest   kind,    and    of   the   sweetest    perfume 
—  beautiful  in     shape — dazzling    in    hue;  — 
seemed  to  bloom  about  him, — felt  though  un- 
seen.    Deprived  of  vision,  the  boy  had  gained 
another  faculty,  by  which  sight,  hearing,  and 
touch,   were   all  united   in   perception.      His 
blue-veined  lids  were  closed  ;   his  frame  with- 
out motion ;  silence  was  within  the   chamber ; 
and  yet  he  was  transported  into  a  magic  land, 
where   all   loveliness  delighted  his   eyes ;    all 
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melody  charmed  his  ears;  and  touch,  gentler 
and  sweeter  than  that  of  the  young  girl, 
soothed  his  tired  frame.  Fainter,  but  more 
exquisite,  grew  each  sensation.  The  light 
became  more  etherial ;  the  music  more  distant, 
but  yet  more  clear;  the  scents  of  the  rare 
flowers  finer — more  subtle,— uniting  with  the 
music  so  closely  that  both  seemed  one  ;  the 
gentle  touch  softer,  but  more  penetrating. 
Surely  this  was  the  soul's  transit  to  the  Blessed 
Place  ! — the  young  disciple's  true  initiation 
into  the  Great  Mysteries,  by  the  baptism,  not  of 
fire  nor  of  water,  but  of  Delight.  His  breath 
came  more  regular, — his  pulse  beat  stiller — his 
limbs  were  more  relaxed.  He  slept. 

Amasis  stood  for  a  few  moments  watching 
him. 

"  He  is  fearfully  holy  !"  he  said,  as  he  bent 
lower.  "  A  divinity  comes  out  from  him, 
which  it  needs  all  my  manliness  to  withstand ! 
Yet  he  is  in  my  power.  And  I  can  guide, 
what  I  cannot  despise.  Wilt  thou  swear  to 
obey  me,  Azeth  ?" 

"  The  boy  moved  his  lips,  and  said  in  an 
altered  voice — one  sweeter,  clearer,  and  more 
distinct,  than  was  natural : 

«  I  will !" 
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"  Wilt  thou  do  that  deed  for  which  I  am 
preparing  thee  ?"  continued  Amasis.  "Wilt 
thou,  when  two  moons  have  passed  away  from 
the  skies — on  the  last  hour  of  the  day — when 
the  latest  drop  from  the  clepsydra  has  run  out, 
and  the  young  moon's  light  falls  on  the  Great 
Pyramid — wilt  thou  then  perform  my  will,  and 
fail  me  not  ?" 

The  Disciple's  whole  frame  became  con- 
vulsed. He  uttered  wild  cries,  as  one  in  ex- 
treme pain,  and  his  face  was  distorted  by  sharp 
agony.  He  attempted  to  turn  away  his  head 
upon  the  chair;  but  the  Priest  waved  his 
hands,  and  the  boy  sunk  upon  his  breast. 
Amasis  in  vain  endeavoured  to  calm  his  agita- 
tion. In  vain  he  smoothed  back  the  hair,  and 
breathed  upon  the  flushed  brow.  In  vain  he 
soothed  the  trembling  limbs,  passing  his  hands 
over  them,  as  if  to  ameliorate  pain.  In  vain 
he  bid  him  be  calm.  The  wild  cries  went  on, 
and  the  fierce  convulsions,  and  the  painful 
struggle — and  gentleness  was  of  no  avail. 

"  This  must  not  be  !"  cried  Amasis,  sternly. 
"  Azeth !  1  command  thee  to  be  still !  I  com- 
mand thee  to  obey !" 

The  sleeping    boy  shrunk,   and   trembled ; 
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but  he  was  silent ;  and  terror  took  the  place  of 
agony. 

"  Swear  that  thou  wilt  do  my  bidding,  at 
that  hour  1"  repeated  the  Priest. 

Azeth  wept.  His  lips  moved,  but  uttered 
nothing. 

"  Slave  !  hear  the  voice  of  thy  master,  and 
heed  his  words !"  continued  Amasis,  haugh- 
tily. 

"  I  will  do  thy  bidding !"  said  the  boy 
slowly.  Then  he  fell  back  in  the  chair,  as  one 
who  had  fainted. 

Amasis  remained  some  time  longer ;  wav- 
ing flowers  before  him,  breathing  over  his 
forehead,  and  passing  his  hands,  with  many 
gentle  phrases  and  soothing  words,  until  the 
same  placid  expression  came  again  over  the 
boy's  face,  and  all  effects  of  his  late  agitation 
had  passed  away. 

And  Azeth  slept.  And  in  his  dreams  the 
Form  came  down  to  him,  and  wept  over  him  ; 
and  faint — faint  as  the  tinkle  of  the  hyacinth's 
bell — she  whispered : 

rt  Azeth !  hold  fast  by  thy  Faith  in  the  One 
Father,  and  by  thy  Faith  in  the  Pure  Love !" 
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CHAPTER  IL 


THE  \'OUNG  FANBEARER. — A   FRUITLESS  MISSION, 

AND     AN     UNCONQUERABLE       ENEMY.  THE 

MEETING   AND    THE     THREAT. — "  DOST   THOU 
SHRINK   AT   MY   TOUCH?" 


IT  was  a  hard  trial  to  the  pride  of  the  young 
Osorchon,  to  see  assemble  at  his  call  only  the 
basest  and  lowest  of  the  populace  of  Thebes ; 
whilst  the  trained  soldiers  and  gallant  nobles, 
clustering  together  in  sullen  groups,  answered 
his  impassioned  appeals  with  scornful  silence, 
or  jeering  scoff  at  the  vileness  of  the  unordered 
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troop  as  it  rushed  past.  A  few  artizans,  la- 
bourers, petty  merchants,  foreign  adventurers, 
and  herdsmen—  the  most  despised  class  of 
Egyptians — had  flocked  round  the  king's  mes- 
senger ;  and  the  contempt  in  which  these  were 
held  by  the  higher  orders,  but  added  fresh 
resolve  to  their  determination,  not  to  take  up 
arms  for  Sethos,  their  oppressor. 

The  king's  cause  had  been  utterly  lost — for 
even  this  rabble  gathered  but  slowly — had  not 
the  Priests  stood  his  firm  and  diligent  friends. 
Gliding  through  the  crowd  with  that  peculiar 
air  of  meek  arrogance,  which  the  members  of 
an  Absolute  Religion  ever  wear — they  ani- 
mated the  timid;  promised  rewards  to  the 
needy  and  covetous;  fired  the  ardent;  and 
menaced  the  reluctant;  until  the  ranks 
were  better  filled.  The  mob  drew  back  as 
each  priest,  wrapped  in  his  long  white  robes, 
gently,  but  magisterially  made  his  way ;  and 
listened  in  hushed  respect,  as  he  dealt  out, 
now  his  threats,  and  now  his  promises,  to  the 
backward  hearts.  The  priestly  negociators 
had  not  much  difficulty  in  bending  the  lower 
orders  to  their  will,  habituated  as  they  were 
to  look  upon  the  .ZEdes  as  the  very  place,  and 
the  hierarchs  as  the  very  impersonations,  of 
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the  Gods.  They  had  no  interest  in  the  anger 
of  the  nobles  and  the  disloyalty  of  the  sol- 
diers ;  for  Sethos  had  not  touched  their  scanty 
rights.  Yet,  if  the  people  gathered  quickly, 
not  all  the  most  glittering  promises... all  the 
most  deadly  menaces. ..could  induce  one  noble 
or  soldier  to  join  the  battalion.  Respectfully 
they  listened ;  respectfully  answered ;  but 
they  were  immoveable. 

In  appearance,  Amasis  was  busied  as  his 
brethren  as  he  strode  through  the  crowd  ;  but  in 
reality  he  was  fomenting  the  discontent  of  the 
higher  classes. 

"  Seest  thou,  Maduces?"  he  said  softly,  to 
an  old  and  stately  soldier,  whose  wrinkled 
forehead,  worn  with  the  long  pressure  of  his 
quilted  helmet,  was  seamed  with  scars... de- 
corations of  more  honor  than  chain  and  ring. 
"  Seest  thou  yon  rabble  troop?  Wilt  thou 
not  join  them,  brave  Maducea  ?  Thine  honor- 
stringed  bow  will  twang  well  its  lofty  music  to 
the  symphonies  of  their  unmanly  shoutings, 
and  craven  cries  for  Mercy  !  Wilt  thou  join 
them?" 

"  I  draw  my  bow  only  with  mine  equals," 
replied  Maduces ;  with  a  subdued  anger  seen 
through  all  the  calmness  of  his  Egyptian  dig- 
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nity.     "I  see  not  my  peer  among  the  armies 
of  the  King  1" 

"  Thou  art  right,  good  Maduces !  Thou  art 
for  a  higher  place  than  the  comradeship  of  this 
vile  scum  which  now  bellows  for  arms  and 
war  !  But  it  ia  for  Sethos — the  Monarch  who 
has  piously  enriched  the  Sacred  Temple  with 
ye  nobles'  ill-gotten  lands,  and  unlawful 
rights !  And  thou  wilt  not  send  a  shaft  for 
him?  Is  thy  clenched  hand  and  curling  lip 
sign  of  approval  or  of  dissent  ?" 

"  Father !  the  last  shaft  which  my  bow  sent 
home  to  the  heart  of  the  Gentile,  was  for 
Honor.  The  next  shall  not  be  for  Shame." 

"  Then  thou  wilt  not  fight  for  Sethos  ?" 

"  I  will  not,  O  Priest !  Nay !  not  though 
Sethos  hang  me  in  the  air  as  a  scarecrow  to 
all  rebels." 

"  And  arms  will  clash,  and  fame  be  gained, 
and  Maduces  idle  ?  That  sounds  strange." 

"  Idle,  my  father?  There  is  another  Mas- 
ter than  Sethos." 

"  Thou  readest  me  riddles,  brave  warrior. 
Explain." 

"  Sennacherib  has  brave  bowmen,  and  noble 
spearmen,  as  well  as  the  Egyptian  King. 
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What,  if  the  despised  soldiery  of  the  Land  of 
the  Tree  were  to  aid  him?'' 

"  That  stone  which  thou  dost  wear,  was 
given  thee  for,  what  ?"  asked  Amasis  slightly 
sneering,  as  he  touched  the  blue  scarabseus 
ring  which  Maduces  wore  in  token  of  his 
Oath  of  Fidelity. 

Tiie  old  Noble  changed  colour. 

"  The  vow  is  of  no  weight,"  he  then  said, 
hesitatingly  ;  "  when  the  conditions  are 
broken.  Sethos  hath  not  kept  his  faith  with 
us.  Must  we  then  suffer  twice  ?  Once,  pas- 
sively, allowing  oppression ;  and  again  actively, 
helping  to  oppress  ourselves?" 

"  I  said  nought,"  replied  the  Priest,  "  I 
but  called  thy  attention  to  a  ring  ;  I  made  no 
comment.  Why  take  umbrage  ?  And  wilt 
thou  join  Sennacherib  ?" 

"  Holy  Priest !  thou  knowest  that  here,  we 
are  set  at  nought.  Why  may  we  not  then  go 
elsewhere  for  that  honor  and  esteem,  which  are 
the  soldier's  very  air  of  life?  The  meat  of  a 
soldier  is  renown,  and  his  wine,  respect.  We 
languish  under  the  diet  of  Sethos.  Tiie 
Assyrian  gives  his  followers  fuller  rations." 

"  This  is  thy  jesting  riddle  then  ?" 
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"  Jest,  O  Priest !  Look  I  a  man  given  to 
the  folly  of  womanish  jesting  ?  Have  so  few 
years  swept  over  my  brow — has  life  offered 
me  so  few  cares — that  time  is  of  no  more 
price  than  a  thing  which  laugh,  and  mockery, 
and  folly,  can  buy?  Do  not  my  words  bear 
with  them  the  stamp  of  earnestness ;  or  do  I 
seem  to  thee  a  hoary-headed  buffoon,  whose 
speech  is  fit  ,pnly  to  make  the  great  man  smile 
in  his  banquets  ?" 

"  Tush !  thou  wilt  never  join  the  Assy- 
rian!" said  Amasis,  unheeding  the  soldier's 
defence  of  his  honor.  "  I  know  ye  nobles 
well !  Ye  are  like  a  herd  of  timid  sheep, 
that  needs  a  bold  leader  ere  ye  dare  leap  over 
the  hand-high  fence !" 

"  I  wish  not  to  contradict  thee,  Holy 
Father!"  replied  Maduces  with  haughtiness, 
in  spite  of  all  his  respect.  "  But  I  think  that 
ye  learned  Priests  have  wonderfully  false  and 
vain  notions  of  us  Nobles!" 

"  Nay !  we  judge  ye  according  to  your 
worth,"  observed  Amasis  indifferently. 

"  Surely  not !  We  are  better — we  are 
braver— than  ye  rank  us!"  urged  Maduces, 
his  lip  quivering  with  his  passionate  earnest- 
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ness.  "  Grant  that  we  have  a  leader,  O 
Amasis !  grant  that  the  fence  be  overleapt ! 
the  sheep  will  not  be  long  in  following  !  Oh ! 
I  have  spoken  too  much." 

A  flush  of  triumph  crossed  the  face  of 
Amasis. 

"  Thou  needst  not  fear,"  he  said,  u  I  will 
not  betray  that  confession  which  my  own 
taunts  extorted.  Grant  all  thig? — then  are 
ye  brave  and  wise,  where  formerly  ye  stood 
fools  and  cowards!"  And  he  abruptly  left  the 
startled  Maduces. 

''  Teos'.!"  he  murmured,  addressing  a  swarth 
and  gloomy  man,  who  was  standing  apart  from 
the  rest,  grimly  resting  on  his  spear.  "  These 
are  the  Assyrian's  sole  combatants.  Thinkest 
thou  that  they  can  overcome  Sennacherib,  he 
so  renowned  for  conquest  and  daring  ?" 

"  Though  every  God  of  every  nation 
fought  with  them  ;  no  !"  replied  the  chiefi 
sternly. 

"  His  vengeance  will  be  terrible  !"  continued 
Amasis  musing.  "  The  Assyrian  Dove,  when 
once  his  beak  is  wet  with  blood,  is  fiercer  than 
the  eagle,  and  keener  than  the  vulture,  after 
living  prey  !  He  spares  neither  sex  nor  age — 
priest  nor  herdsman — if  they  stand  in  his  path 
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as  enemies !  Teos !  it  will  be  sad,  grievously 
sad,  to  see  our  fair  fields  run  red  with  bloody 
rivers,  and  our  sacred  cities  blazing  up  to  the 
night-black  sky — giant  fires  whereby  to  warm 
the  Assyrian's  lust  of  slaughter  !  I  am  not  a 
father  nor  a  husband ;  yet  the  cries  of  the 
gentle  maidens,  and  the  shrieks  of  the  young 
mothers,  are  even  now  ringing  in  mine 
ears  !  The  hands  of  Sennacherib's  soldiers, 
dripping  with  the  blood  of  their  lords,  are  not 
the  tenderest  to  caress  the  silky  tresses  of 
Egypt's  daughters!  Thy  fair  Enone  is  at 
Selae,  on  the  direct  road  from  Pelusium  ?  Poor 
maid  !  she  will  not  love  her  rough  -tire-women, 
when  they  rush  like  the  whirlwind  into  her 
hallowed  presence,  to  proffer  her  the  tender 
mercies  of  flushed  victory  !" 

"Peace,  priest  1"  exclaimed  Teos,  wildly; 
4i  wouldst  thou  slay  me  as  I  stand?" 

*'  No,  Teos!— I  would  save  thee.  Take  part 
with  the  Assyrian,  and  thy  child  is  safe !"  the 
priest  whispered. 

"  Amasis,  counsellest  thou  thus?"  exclaimed 
the  noble,  looking  up  in  amazement. 

"  Fool !"  returned  Amasis,  scornfully.  "  Join 
either  Sethos  or  Sennacherib.  With  the  latter 
thou  shalt  conquer;  with  the  former  thou 
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mayst,  at  least,  earn  a  soldier's  death !  But 
when,  Enone,  bleeding  in  the  grasp  of  a  ruffian 
soldier,  stretches  forth  her  hands  to  thee  in  vain 
— when  her  shrieks  pierce  through  the  flames 
and  smoke  of  thy  burning  home,  and  her 
tender  feet  stagger  in  the  streams  of  hot  blood 
hissing  on  the  charred  rafters ;  blame  not  me  ! 
As  a  coward  wilt  thou  stand  by  ;  for  thou  hast 
neither  revenged  nor  saved  her.  Then  think 
of  my  words,  short-sighted  chief,  and  weep ! 
For  the  fate  of  thy  daughter  is  of  thine  own 
preparing;  and  as  her  murderer  shalt  thou 
stand  accused  in  the  Dark  Halls.  I  dreamed 
that  thou  loved  thy  maiden.  If  not  for  her 
own  sweet  sake,  then,  for  that  of  the  dead 
mother — thy  young  bride — who  bought  her  for 
thee  with  her  own  life.  I  was  mistaken.  Fare 
thee  well." 

And  he  turned  from  the  soldier  with  an  ex- 
pression of  scorn. 

Teos  looked  after  him,  a  moment  irreso- 
lute. 

"  If  I  must  fight,  it  shall  not  be  with  this 
miscreant  band  for  mine  enemies'  advantage, 
and  my  child's  death  !  Enone — Enone,Tor  thee 
am  I  a  traitor  to  my  oath—  for  thee  do  I  dis- 
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honor  my  Jewel  of  Fidelity !"  Then  hastening 
to  where  Araasis  stood.  "  With  Sennacherib," 
he  said  softly,  putting  his  hand  into  that  of  the 
Hierophant. 

"  Good,"  replied  the  Priest,  coldly.  "  Thou 
hast  chosen,  at  the  least,  the  wiser  part :  and 
hast  seen  thy  profit,  if  not  thine  honor, 
aright." 

"  At  thy  counsel,  0  Amasis  !" 

"  Teos ,  darest  thou  to  lie  to  my  very  face  ? 
What  have  I  to  do  with  thee  ?  For  thyself, 
and  on  thine  own  sole  responsibility,  hast  thou 
chosen.  What  can  the  High  Priest  of  Amun 
have  to  do  with  thee  or  thy  deeds  ?"  said  Ama- 
sis in  a  haughty  tone. 

"  But,  Holy  Father,"  urged  the  soldier. 

"And  dare?t  thou  to  contradict,"  inter- 
rupted Amasis,  "  thy  skin  shall  be  flayed  from 
thy  bones  !  Begone !  for  thy  lips  run  out  two 
rivers  of  falsehood,  and  they  make  thee  vile  in 
my  pure  sight !" 

A  sharp  glance  shot  out  from  the  eyes  of  the 
warrior,  as  he  glared  on  the  Hierophant.  But 
the  awe  which  the  priest  inspired,  restrained 
the  passion  which  would  have  burst  forth  against 
the  man.  Yet  it  needed  all  this  awe  to  pre- 
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vent  the  soldier  from  seeing  into  the  heart  of 
Amasis.  For  venerated  as  immaculate— as  the 
possessors  of  supernatural  powers  which  could 
slay  at  will — none  was  hardy  enough  to  scan 
too  closely  the  priests'  words  and  actions.  And 
even  when  these  warred  with  the  moralities 
which  they  themselves  taught,  the  Holy  men 
were  believed  in  as  true,  rather  than  the  Holy 
Law.  The  old  way—the  old  faith— the  old  idle  re- 
liance—these are  three  strong  cords  in  the  chain 
of  man's  bondage ! 

"  Bocchoris,  do  thy  lands  flourish  as  of  old  ?" 
asked  the  Hierophant,  addressing  a  meanly-clad 
youth,  whose  soiled  robes  and  tarnished  armour 
contrasted  painfully  with  his  bearing.  "  Thy 
lands  are  peculiarly  rich  and  fertile,  if  I  mis- 
take not?" 

And  he  laid  his  hand  kindly  on  the  arm  of  the 
reckless  patron  of  the  Three  Dancing  girls. 

"  My  lands,  O  Amasis  ?"  answered  the 
young  man,  bitterly.  "  Surely  thou  knowest 
that  I  have  not  a  grass  blade  which  I  can  call 
my  own  !  I  have  been  flung  down  from  the 
high  place  of  my  fathers',  to  the  mud-heap  of 
•  this  rabble !  Bocchoris,  the  Noble,  is  now  no 
higher  than  the  swine-herd  who  dares  not  enter 
the  first  pylon  of  the  Sacred  Enclosure." 

"  True — true !"    returned  the   Priest,  in  a 
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soothing  tone.  "  I  grieve  that  I  have  called 
up  such  black  remembrances  !  Wrongs,  dear 
son,  are  thorns  that  prick  deep,  and  bring  blood 
— sometimes.  Yet  thou  canst  now  redeem  the 
favor  of  Sethos ;  and,  it  may  be,  bj  the  blessing 
of  unwearied  humility — part  of  thy  father's 
inheritance,  if  thou  wilt  join  this  assembling 
army,"  he  added,  with  an  emphatic  accent  of 
contempt.  "  I  doubt  not,  but  that  thy  pay  will 
be  commensurate  with  thy  deserts." 

"  I  do  not  sell  my  sword  for  gold,"  replied 
Bocchoris,  hurriedly.  u  Not  even  when  I  need 
it  as  much  as  I  do  now  now ;  for  not  a  Silver 
Ring  is  in  my  bag  !" 

"  Nay  ?  Ah  !  ye  young  hot  bloods  are  all 
for  honor — and  vengeance,  Bocchoris  ? — which 
is  sometimes  also  honor,  and  a  virtue  dear  to 
the  Gods,"  said  Amasis,  significantly  ;  then 
turning  abruptly  to  one  standing  near,  he  added, 
"  Is  yon  ragged  standard-bearer  thy  herdsman, 
O  Arsiesis?" 

"  It  is,  holy  father,"  replied  the  Noble. 

"  Thou  wilt  fight  under  his  banner  ?" 

"  The  gathering  cry  is  for  our  country  and 
our  Gods,"  replied  Arsiesis,  humbly. 

"  True,  young  warrior  !  But  the  Gods  love 
not  dishonored  vessels  in  their  service.  They 
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had  rather  that  pure  bowls  of  foreign  stuff,  than 
those  of  polluted  Egyptian  clay,  should  hold  the 
libatory  wine.  The  gold  on  the  priestly  vest- 
ments oft  tarnishes  and  blackens,  and  then  must 
it  be  stripped  off  from  the  holy  robes,  to  make 
room  for  cleaner.  Canst  thou  read  riddles,  or  is 
this  too  mystical  for  thee  ?" 

<e  I  can  read  them  quick  and  well,"  said  Boc- 
choris.  *'  But  only  with  this  !"  And  he  touched 
the  blade  of  his  short  sword. 

"  A  good  leaf,"  returned  Amasis,  smiling. 
"  Can  the  Assyrian  read  with  thee  ?" 

"  To  teach  the  joint  lesson  to  this  refuse  ? — 
yea,"  answered  the  young  man  hastily.  "  Ar- 
siesis,  what  sayest  thou  ?" 

Arsiesis  bent  his  head  and  was  silent. 

"  Perhaps  Arsiesis  will  learn  his  part  better, 
when  his  young  wife  stands  trembling  before 
his  fathers'  bondsman ;  who,  with  covered  head 
and  straight  knee,  lords  it  over  her  in  her 
fathers'  halls.  But  dost  thou  not  think,  Boc- 
choris,  that  her  tearful  eyes,  and  the  base 
slave's  bold  looks  and  bolder  ways,  will  teach 
him  rather  bitterly  ?  Had  he  not  better  learn 
now  what  is  the  best  for  him  ?" 

"  Salathis,  the  Priest,  has  been  chiding  me 
for  my  backwardness  in  not  joining  the  gather- 
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ing  bands,"  said  Arsiesis,  in  an  apologetic 
tone. 

"  Salathisof  the  Temple  of  Maut  ?"  returned 
the  Hierophant,  "  a  man  with  keen,  sharp  eyes, 
and  serpent-like  ways?  Salathis  is  wise  and 
good ;  but  he  is  of  the  inferior  Temple  :  I, 
Amasis,  am  the  High  Priest  of  the  Great  God. 
To  whom  belongs  the  higher  degree  of  re- 
spect ?" 

"  To  the  Higher  on  the  throne,"  exclaimed 
Arsiesis,  bending  low,  and  crossing  his  arms 
over  his  breast. 

"  To  the  nobler,"  said  Bocchoris  admiringly, 
standing  erect,  but  raising  his  hand  to  his 
mouth. 

"  And  Salathis  counselled  thee,  Arsiesis,  to 
join  the  standard  which  is  borne  by  thy  swine- 
herd ?" 

"  Aye,  Holy  Father  !  He  bid  roe  remember 
that  pride,  when  it  stood  in  the  way  of  virtue, 
was  hateful  in  the  sight  of  the  gods.  And  he 
bid  me  subdue  mine." 

"  And  I  bid  thee  not  subdue  it,  Arsiesis ! 
Pride  is  the  best  virtue  of  the  Egyptian. 
Sprang  from  the  noblest  and  the  most  ancient 
of  man — his  soul,  the  breath  of  the  Gods — his 
land,  the  favored  and  the  favorite  altar  of  hea- 
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ven — his  path,  a  flash  of  light  through  the 
nigiit  of  the  Barbarians — I  bid  thee  cherish 
that  pride,  which  alone  can  make  thee  worthy 
of  thy  place,  and  solicitous  to  preserve  it.  And 
I  bid  thee  hew  thy  limbs  from  off  thy  body 
ere  thou  pollute  thyself  to  the  guidance  of  yon 
standard-bearer  I  Let  the  noble  lead  the 
noble ;  the  soldier  guide  the  soldier ;  but  let 
not  the  defiled  slave  lord  it  over  the  man 
who  stands  next  in  place  to  the  Holy 
Priest  !" 

"  Thanks,  0  noble  Amasis !  for  thy  brave 
speech!"  cried  Bocchoris.  "  In  all  my  sorrows 
and  my  vices,"  he  added  recklessly,  *'  I  have 
never  forgotten  that  I  am  Bocchoris,  the  Noble 
and  the  Warrior ;  and  that  I  had  privileges, 
which  were  denied  to  men  of  meaner  birth 
and  meaner  station  !  Sethos  may  have  im- 
poverished, but  be  cannot  make  me  igno- 
ble !  He  may  have  dishonored,  but  he  cannot 
make  me  fight  for  a  base,  bad  cause." 

"Hush,  Bocchoris,"  said  Arsiesis  timidly, 
"  Thou  dost  speak  of  a  Pontiff,  together  with- 
a  King.  And  Amasis  is  a  Hierophant,  though 
he  be  in  heart  a  soldier."  And  he  glanced 
at  the  Priest  with  a  shy  look.  But  Amasis 
had  turned  his  head,  and  was  intent  on  scanning 
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a  group  of  the  newly-enrolled  who  were  hurry- 
ing past.  "  Thank  thy  good  star  that  he  has 
not  heard  thee  !"  added  the  young  man. 

"He  would  not  have  chid  me,"  said  Boc- 
choris  in  an  under  tone.  "  He  is  brave,  and 
can  forgive  errors  which  spring  from  bravery, 
Arsiesis." 

"Bravery,"  cried  Amasis,  as  if  that  word 
alone  had  struck  his  ear,  "  who  talks  of  bra- 
very?— why,  this  alone  can  make  a  man  almost 
resemble  a  god!  But  alas!  it  has  died 
from  the  land  of  Egypt.  Oh !  had  I  had  an 
oppressor  as  ye  nobles !"  he  continued,  clench- 
ing his  hand,  and  drawing  his  breath  hard 
through  his  close-set  teeth,  "  were  all  ye  to  me, 
what  only  one  is  to  ye,  by  my  soul,  but  the  blue 
of  to-morrow's  dawn  should  lighten  only  on  a 
heap  of  lifeless  corses  I  No  longer  should 
your  insolent  eyes  smile  over  my  dishonored 
head,  and  your  decrees  brand  my  father's 
stainless  name  !  No  longer  should  I  hold  wife 
and  life  in  trembling  thankfulness  that  your 
ruthless  hands  had  not  yet  plucked  them  from 
me !  No  longer  should  the  sun  look  down  on  a 
coward  slave  that  dared  not  strike  one  blow 
for  his  dear  freedom  !  Did  a  vulture  fly  over 
me,  swooping  to  banquet  on  my  wounded,  but 
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living  body,  I  would  gather  up  all  my  latest 
strength,  to  rid  me  of  this  cursed  vulture. 
I  would  not  lie  passive,  to  be  slain  inch  by  inch  ; 
but  I  would  turn  again  on  mine  enemy,  and 
conquer  or  die  nobly  like  a  man  !  I  would 
not  fall  like  base  carrion!  Were  ye  thus 
to  me,  I  would  be  thus  to  ye.  Apply  it  as 
ye  list." 

"  Amasis — father — dost  thou  counsel  rebel- 
lion to   a  king  and  a  priest — one,  twice  holy, 
twice  great  ?"  and  Arsiesis  shrunk  back  terrified. 
"  Wouldst  thou  teach  me  my  meaning,  young 
sir  ?     Thanks  !  thy  task  is  hard,  and  thy  soul 
is  brave  to  undertake  it ;    braver   than   thou 
showest  it  in  defence   of  thy   fame,   and   thy 
helpless  wife.     Men  say  that  she  is  fair,   Boc- 
choris?"   he  continued  addressing  that  noble. 
"It  may  be,  that  her  looks,  then,  shield  Arsi- 
esis from  harm  !     He  is  a  wise  merchant,  and 
Sennacherib  a  good  purchaser  of  beauty.     But 
I   think  his  venture   is  too  perilous,   for  that 
loveliness  which   now  guards,   may  hereafter 
slay  the   seller, — from  the   robber's  envy   of 
lawful  rights.     And  Sennacherib  can  only  snap 
by  death  the  tie  which  binds    Arsiesis   to  his 
obedient  wife." 

"  Thou   art  my  Priest,"  returned   Arsiesis 
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humbly.  "  And  I  may  not  bear  an  arrogant 
heart  before,  thee.  But  thou  shouldst  have 
spared  me  this  harsh  taunt,  for  thou  knowest 
that  it  is  ill  deserved." 

"  I  cannot  know  that.  I  cannot  know  that 
thou  dost  love  thy  wife,  and  thine  honor,  when 
thou  wilt  tamely  sacrifice  both  !" 

"Thou  art  right,  Holy  Amasis  !"  cried 
Bocchoris.  "  Jf  Arsiesis  join  the  ranks  of 
Sethos,  men  will  dream  light  dreams  of  his 
worth." 

"  My  heart  will  be  clear,  Bocchoris,"  ex- 
claimed the  young  soldier  reddening."  And 
the  man  who  dare  impugn  my  honor  must 
answer  for  his  words  with  his  sword." 

"  Tush !"  exclaimed  Amasis.  *'  Never  soothe 
thy  folly  with  such  emptiness!  The  heart 
and  its  actions  are  one  and  inseparable ;  and 
he  who  is  a  traitor  in  the  last,  is  equally  so 
in  the  first." 

"  My  name  shall  be  renowned  and  revered !" 
said  Bocchoris,  raising  his  sword.  "  None 
shall  brand  Bocchoris  with  the  hissing  mark 
of  cowardice.  To  the  Assyrian  I ;  and  in  his 
field  I  will  gather  a  ripe  harvest,  or  leave  my 
heart  buried  there  I" 

"Brave  son!"  exclaimed  Amasis  warmly, 
«'  a  bright  star  shalt  thou  be  in  the  Land  of 
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of  the  Blessed.  Amun  will  guard  and  love 
thee.  I,  his  Priest  declare  it.  All  such  as 
thou  will  he  love  ;  but  the  rest,  forsake  and 
despise." 

"  Father !  teach  me  thy  will,  and  I  will  do 
it,"  said  Arsiesis  sadly.  "  Thou  must  be  the 
best  and  holiest  of  all !  And  though  some- 
thing seems  to  say  thee  nay,  it  is  an  Evil 
Spirit  which  I  will  subdue.  Dispose  of  me 
as  thou  wilt  ;  and  pardon  the  obstinacy  with 
which  I  have  clung  to  my  own  way,  rather 
than  followed  thine." 

"  Noble  boy !  do  thou  rather  forget  the 
hard  words  of  thy  father  and  thy  priest. 
Yet  thy  sleeping  soul  needed  this  rough  arous- 
ing. Bocchoris,  instruct  thy  friend  in  his 
duty ;  for  in  thy  flashing  eyes  I  read,  as  in  a 
mirror,  the  clear  reflection  of  my  own  thoughts 
and  wishes.  Fare  ye  well,  my  sons !  May 
the  favor  and  light  of  Amun  be  turned  to- 
ward ye !" 

The  youths  bent  low  as   Amasis  swept  on 
his  farther  way. 

A  group  of  soldiers  were  wrangling.     The 
Priest  stopped  at  a  short  distance  from  them. 

"  Misaphris,  I  blush   for  thee!"  cried  one,  a 
stout,  sun-burnt  man,  addressing  a  slim  and  fair 
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boy.  "  Thou  art  bewitched  with  that  woman  ! 
To  prefer  the  eyes  of  a  dancing  girl  to  the 
glorious  sight  of  warriors  and  horsemen,  in 
their  thick-wedged  phalanxes,  fighting  for 
renown, — what  effeminacy  !  what  shame!" 

"  It  is  not  Isenofra  who  keeps  me,"  replied 
the  youth ;  "  but  I  will  not  join  the  ranks  of 
the  Assyrian,  neither  those  of  Sethos." 

"And  wherefore  not,  child?"  said  an  old 
man  sharply.  "  Will  the  fighting  for  liberty  and 
glory  under  the  banner  of  Sennacherib  make 
them  slavery  and  disgrace  ?" 

"  To  fight  for  the  stranger  against  our 
brethren,  and  for  the  Gentile  against  our  Gods, 
assuredly  will  make  them  even  worse,  old 
Menes,"  answered  Misaphris. 

"Our brethren!"  exclaimed  the  first  speaker, 
Zoglyphus.  "  Callest  thou  these,  our  brethren  ? 
Why  not  also  their  cattle  and  their  swine  ? 
For  they  are  nothing  nobler  than  the  beasts 
they  tend." 

"  They  are  Egyptian  men,  Zoglyphus;  and 
born  of  Egyptian  mothers,"  said  Misaphris. 

"  They  are  Egyptian  herdsmen,  if  thou 
wilt ;  but  scarcely  canst  thou  call  them  men 
like  ourselves,"  replied  Zoglyphua  angrily. 
"  And  I  wonder  that  thy  tongue  blisters  not  at 
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using  such  foul  words  !     And  all  are  not  weeds 

O 

even  of  our  own  growth  !  That  young  mes- 
senger,— he  was  never  cradled  by  the  Blue 
River,  but  was  bom,  like  one  of  his  own 
camels,  while  wandering  over  the  deserts  of 
the  houseless  Ishmaelite.  A  tent-dwelling 
Gentile ! — a  Barbarian  !  Sethos !  could  do 
nothing  else  than  tnke  him,  for  he  would  not 
have  found  an  Egyptian  soldier  to  stand  his 
fanbearer." 

"  Shame  for  ever  on  one   who  would  !"  ex- 
claimed Menes. 

"Oh!  Misaphris  would  have  done  it, 
father,  if  Isenofra  the  dancing-girl  had 
but  commanded  it  !  Misaphris  would  do 
aught  that  she  bid  him.  Her  eyes  are  like  a 
magic  stone  which  an  Arabian  merchant  once 
showed  to  me,  that  attracted  to  its  embrace  all 
metals,  how  far  off,  and  kept  back  by  how 
strong  barriers,  soever !  Misaphris  hath  the 
distance  of  a  mighty  disparity  in  rank,  and  the 
barriers  of  all  his  proudest  feelings,  to  keep 
him  asunder ;  but  one  kiss  from  her  is  more 
alluring  than  all!" 

"  Zoglyphus,"  retorted  Misaphris,  "hath  a  won- 
derful knack  at  tale-weaving  ! '  Teach  me  thine 
art,  man ;  and  then  I  may  make  some  fool  be- 
E  3 
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lieve,  that  a  woman  did  once,  by  chance,  look 
kindly  on  thee !" 

"Wilt  thou  prove  the  good  taste  or  con- 
stancy of  thine  Isenofra,  by  offering  her  either 
one  of  us ;  and  abide  by  the  issue  ?" 

"  Thou  win  Isenofra  ?  Art  thou  mad  or 
drunk,  Zoglyphus?" 

"  I  am  not  too  mad,  neither  too  drunken 
to  chastise  thy  insolence !"  exclaimed  the  sol- 
dier, raising  his  short  club  or  stick. 

"  I  care  nought  for  thy  threats,"  said  Misa- 
phris  boldly.  "But  pollute  not  the  name  of 
Isenofra  by  coupling  it  with  thine  own  !  Thou 
art  older,  stronger,  and  stouter  than  I ;  but  I 
would  meet  even  seven  such  as  thou,  ere  the 
maid  I  love  should  be  so  lowered  !" 

"  And  my  love  would  dishonor  where  thine 
does  not  ?"  sneered  Zoglyphus,  looking  con- 
temptuously at  the  boy.  "And  yet  I  am 
better  than  thou !  Thy  womanish  face  would 
make  any  maiden  but  such  an  universal  lover 
as  the  kind  Isenofra,  spurn  thee  from  her. 
Thou  a  man  ?  Thou  wager  with  Zoglyphus 
in  either  love  or  war  ?  It  is  thou  that  art  mad, 
Misaphris !  Ha  !  ha !  I  must  laugh  to  think 
of  thy  simplicity  I" 
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*'  Then  thou  shall  laugh  for  my  simplicity 
thus!"  cried  the  boy,  dealing  him  a  heavy 
blow  upon  his  broad  chest. 

"  Peace  fools !"  said  Amasis,  coming  for- 
ward, as  Zoglyphus  was  about  to  return  the 
blow.  "  Why  stand  wrangling  here,  when 
such  mighty  work  is  lying  to  be  done?  For 
whom  are  ye  all?  Or  if  ye  have  rather 
chosen  to  be  slothful  and  cowardly,  why  stand 
ye  with  spears  and  clubs  in  your  hands  ?  Do 
ye  fight  only  with  each  other,  and  shrink 
from  carrying  your  bravery  into  the  battle  ?" 

"  Holy  Father !"  answered  Zoglyphus  bend- 
ing before  the  Priest,  and  touching  his  lips. 
'*  I  follow  my  Captain  Teos." 

"  Thou  art  right  to  follow  thy  chief  whi- 
thersoever he  may  lead  thee,"  replied  Amasis. 
"  And  thou,  old  man  ?" 

"  Mine  arms  have  borne  the  brave  Boc- 
choris,  when  he  was  but  a  child,  and  I  a  lusty 
man — when  he  was  rich,  and  powerful,  and  I 
was  only  on©  of  the  hundreds  that  hung  upon 
his  word ;  and  they  shall  also  be  raised  for  him 
when  he  is  poor  and  deserted  !" 

"Bravely  said,  old  warrior!  Would  that 
thy  spirit  lived  in  the  younger  men  of  the 
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day  !  W  oefully  do  they  lack  energy !  And 
now,  young  sir,"  continued  the  Hierophant, 
turning  to  Misaphris.  "  What  is  this  which  I 
have  heard  of  thee?  Isenofra,  a  Dancing- 
girl,  is  such  an  one  worthy  an  Egyptian's 
whole  thoughts  and  devotions?  Canst  thou 
find  nothing  higher  for  thine  aim,  than  the 
favors  of  one  who  sells  her  dearest  for  gold  ?" 

"  Nay,  father !"  interrupted  the  boy. 

"  Peace  !"  said  Amasis  sternly.  "  Barest 
thou  to  speak  to  the  High  Priest  ?  What  Evil 
Eye  has  struck  thee  to  madness  that  thou  thus 
bravest  the  anger  of  the  Gods?  And  thou 
wilt  strip  thee  of  the  crowu  of  victory,  to 
wreathe  the  faded  flowers  round  scented 
locks  where  every  hand  may  stray  ?  A  regal 
present !  Isenofra's  chaplet  will  cost  thee 
glory,  and  fame,  and  the  blessing  of  the  Holy 
Priest,  and  the  favor  of  the  offended  Gods !" 

"  I  grieve  that  I  have  fallen  under  thy  dis- 
pleasure, sacred  father!"  stammered  Misaphris, 
paling  beneath  the  Priest's  look.  "  Isenofra 
is  a  dear  and  virtuous  maiden — " 

"  Virtuous  I"  interrupted  Amasis  sneering. 

"  Oh,  yes !"  exclaimed  the  young  soldier 
beseechingly,  "  oh  !  by  my  honor  she  is  so  !" 
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"  She  is  a  Dancing-girl,"  said  the  Hiero- 
phant  quietly. 

lt  But  she  loves  me!"  urged  the  boy. 

"  And  thou  lovest  her?" 

"  Oh !  indeed,  indeed  I  love  her,  Holy 
Father !  I  love  her  with  my  whole  heart — 
fondly — warmly — devotedly  !  And  yet,"  he 
added,  checking  himself  and  blushing  ;  "  thy 
praise  is  dearer  than  even  Isenofra !" 

"  And  whose  art  thou — poor  fool?" 

"  I  am  servant  and  soldier  to  Maduces  the 
Noble,  Holy  Father." 

"  Maduces,  the  honorable,  brave  man  ?  the 
renowned  soldier  ?  A  degenerate  follower  art 
thou!'" 

"  Oh  !  say  not  thus,  Sacred  Lord  I  I  will 
do  in  all  things  according  to  thy  will  I" 

"  My  will?"  repeated  Amasis  proudly. 
"  What  can  thy  actions  have  to  do  with  my 
will?  What  matters  it  to  me,  whether  thou 
art  a  craven  or  a  hero  ?  The  Priests  of  the 
Temple  have  higher  things  to  will  than  the 
loves  or  the  wars  of  every  base  bora  !  Thou 
canst  not  do  my  will,  for  I  have  none  con- 
cerning thee — but  thou  canst  do  thy  duty  !" 

"  And  thy  duty,  Misaphris,  is,  as  the  Holy 
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Father  hath  said,  the  following  of  thy  Cap- 
tain's footsteps,"  said  Zoglyphus  consequenti- 
ally. 

"  Hear  thy  fellows,  boy ;  and  obey  thine 
elders,"  said  Amasis.  "  They  will  instruct 
thee." 

"  Aye,  boy ,  obey  thine  elders,"  repeated 
Zoglyphus. 

"  Master,  I  will  follow  thee  now/'  cried 
Misaphris  to  Maduces  who  passed  by,  but 
darting  an  angry  side  glance  at  Zoglyphus. 
"  If  thou  wilt  accept  my  poor  services,  they 
are  thine." 

"  Every  spear  is  a  gain,"  whispered  Amasis 
to  the  old  Noble  who  was  about  to  repulse  his 
attendant. 

"  Follow,  slave,"  said  Maduces  sternly. 
"  And  regain,  if  thou  canst,  my  lost  confidence 
by  thy  redoubled  zeal." 

"  And  leave  Isenofra  to  my  arms,"  whis- 
pered Zoglyphus. 

"  Yea,  and  pay  thee  thy  wages  of  a  pierced 
heart  at  our  next  meeting,"  returned  the  boy 
crimsoned  with  anger. 

"  Nay,  thou  wilt  not.  For  the  arms  of  thy 
beautiful  Dancing-girl  shall  shield  me;  and 
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thou  wouldst  not  strike  at  me  through  her ! 
Thou  couldst  not  wound  through  such  a 
buckler." 

"Thou  liest,  Zoglyphus  I  Isenofra  would 
not  so  much  as  bend  one  glance  upon  thee,  un- 
less it  were  to  command  her  servants  to  cast 
forth  such  a  vile  thing  from  before  her." 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  And  I  warrant,  that  before 
this  hour  chimes  through  to-morrow's  heaven, 
her  rosy  lips  have  paid  me  a  thousand  forfeits. 
I  will  rob  them  of  all  their  kisses,  Misaphris ; 
so  that  thou  shalt  not  find  one  to  hang  upon 
thy  longing  lips  when  thou  next  cornest  to 
their  storehouse  of  love's  delights.  All  shall 
be  on  the  lips  of  Zoglyphus.  Thou  wilt  hardly 
pluck  them  from  thence  ?" 

"  Zminis,  slay  that  man,"  cried  Misaphris, 
as  the  noble-hearted  Zminis  sauntered  by. 
"  My  Master  calls  me  ;  he  hath  insulted  me — 
that  Zoglyphus.  Be  my  friend  now  for  ever ; 
slay  him  !  slay  him  !"  And  Misaphris  hurried 
after  the  old  Noble ;  every  pulse  beating 
with  a  passion  that  increased  almost  to  mad- 
ness, as  he  heard  the  last  insulting  laugh  of 
Zoglyphus,  who  shouted : 

"  She  is  mine,  Misaphris  1" 

"  I  have  heard  of  battles,"  said  Amasis  to 


82  AZETH  : 

himself  as  he  slowly  passed  on,  "  where  the 
sword  was  heavy  with  success,  and  the  arm 
weary  with  conquest;  where  the  hand  had 
but  to  be  raised,  and  lo  !  a  corpse  laj  crouch- 
ing and  headless,  where  late  an  enemy  had  stood 
menacing.  And  my  soul  is  thua  weary  of  its 
easy  victories.  I  but  spread  the  nets — clumsy 
and  unhidden  the  snare— but  the  birds  flock 
in  multitudes  to  its  death-seeds.  Poor,  weak, 
and  all- confident  dupes  !  Ye  fight  against  your 
king,  your  priests,  your  country,  and  your 
Gods— for  the  hate  and  ambition  of  Amasis. 
A  deadly  potion,  sweetened  with  delusion  ! 
Ye  little  dream  of  the  glittering  prize,  not  for 
yourselves,  but  for  me,  which  ye  will  incarna- 
dine with  your  best  blood  !  The  steps  of  my 
throne  will  be  your  quivering  bodies.  A 
ghastly  footing,  but  safe,  for  the  mouths  of  gap- 
ing wounds  accuse  not.  And  your  lands,  and 
your  women,  and  your  honors,  are  the  cold 
pillows  where  your  weary  heads  will  rest. 
Sleep  sweetly  !  Complain  of  me  loud  as  ye  will 
unto  Onnofre;  but  fight  for  me  here.  The 
voices  of  dead  men,  speaking  to  a  priestly 
phantom,  will  never  make  me  loose  my  hold. 
Shake  your  darts,  and  draw  your  sworda,  from 
the  Dark  Lake ;  ye  are  welcome,  dear  ghosts  ! 
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Man's  superior,  living  force,  is  all  that  con- 
quers Ainasis.  And  even  that  shall  not  pre- 
vail, whilst  snake-feeding  roots,  and  black 
nights,  when  the  steel  strikes  home  unseen, 
clothe  the  face  of  Egypt.  Armies  upon  armies 
of  slain,  come  on  !  thick  as  the  sands  of  the 
desert  when  the  simoom  is  abroad!  I  will 
meet  ye  and  laugh ;  and  pointing  to  the  tombs 
where  your  hundred  bodies  smoke  up — the 
hecatomb  to  my  sole  God  Ambition — ask  ye  : 
What  is  Remorse  ?" 

In  truth,  and  indeed,  little  dreamt  the  hearts 
which  the  Priest  was  deluding,  of  that  seething 
fire  of  iniquity  their  follies  and  their  passions 
were  feeding. 

"  Hark  to  that  fool's  cry,"  continued  Ama- 
sisj  as  the  voice  of  Osorchon,  borne  on  the 
breeze,  came  to  him,  uttering  loud  words  of 
encouragement.  "  What,  if  I  could  gain  him 
also  ?  Ah  !  that  would  crown  all !  I  have  the 
promises  of  the  superior  nobles ;  that  cold- 
eyed  Psammetichus,  and  the  weak  hearts  which 
follow  him,  alone  excepted.  I  have  the 
friendly  answers  of  Sennacherib,  promising  his 
aid  to  set  me  on  the  throne.  Tirhakah,  the 
Ethiop,  is  silent ;  but  he  loves  not  Sethos,  and 
is  now  on  his  march.  At  the  least,  I  may  hope 
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from  him.  Psammetichus  has  refused  his 
troop — but  he  has  equally  refused  it  to  the 
king.  If  he  joins  not  with  Sennacherib,  he 
will  be  neuter.  For  I  know  his  proud  spirit 
too  well  to  fear  that  he  will  ever  desert 
the  cause  of  his  brethren,  and  go  over  to  the 
aid  of  their  oppressor.  And  now,  if  I  could 
but  gain  this  youth — the  trusted  and  the  be- 
loved— for  whom  Sethos  has  broken  through 
even  his  prejudices  against  the  Barbarian  and 
the  Gentile — the  newly  elected  Fan-bearer — 
bound  to  his  king  by  every  tie  of  gratitude  and 
love — I  should  wish  no  other  conquest.  I  will 
prove  his  faithfulness  and  reason  I"  And 
the  Priest  went  slowly  forward  to  meet  the 
officer. 

Osorchon  was  standing,  leaning  against  one 
of  the  colossal  granite  sphynxes  of  the  great 
droraos  leading  to  the  Sacred  Enclosure  of  the 
Temple  of  Amun.  An  expression  of  de- 
spair was  spread  over  his  face.  But  soon  a 
brighter  gleam  broke  through  ;  and  raising  his 
eyes  to  heaven,  he  murmured  rapturously  : 
"  Yes !  it  is  for  Nitocris  !  For  her  will  I  die, 
though  she  scorn  me  as  I  bleed !  Her  dear 
name  shall  be  my  trumpet  of  victory ;  and  it 
shall  revive  my  drooping  heart,  and  infuse  fresh 
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vigour  into   my  weaned  soul.      Yes  !  it  is  for 
Nitocris  ;  and  I  must  conquer  I" 

"  Madman,"  said  a  voice  near.  "  Wilt  thou 
for  ever  pour  out  thy  heart's  best  treasures  on 
the  hard  and  barren  rock  ?  Wilt  thou  for  ever 
turn  from  the  ranks  of  Egypt's  noblest  and 
best,  to  herd  with  her  meanest  ?  Boy,  thou 
art  fitting  thine  own  death  arrow  to  the  string! 
Bethink  thee  ere  it  be  too  late  !  Cease  thy 
foolish  endeavours  after  that  which  is  as  un- 
attainable as  the  stars  above  for  thy  playthings  ! 
Nitocris  heeds  not  thy  presumptuous  thoughts, 
because  she  deems  thee,  and  them,  too  petty  for 
the  grave  punishment  of  death,  which  else  would 
be  thy  meed,  wert  thou  regarded.  And  Sethos 
looks  on  thee  as  a  man  unworthy  his  nation, 
for  that  very  passionateness  which  makes  thee 
his  own:  With  the  nobles — with  the  Assy- 
rian— thou  shalt  have  honor.  With  the  king, 
and  his  cold  maiden,  thou  hast  nought  but  con- 
tempt !  Son  of  the  royal  Ishmaelite,  did  thy 
mother  bear  thee  to  no  higher  fate  than  this  ? 
Ah,  she  would  have  strangled  thee  at  thy 
birth,  had  she  known  that  her  first-born  would 
live,  only  to  be  made  the  sport  of  the 
plotter  !" 

The  voice  died  away  to  a  faint,  retreating 
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whisper.  Osorchon  listened  as  if  spell  bound; 
for  the  words  seemed  to  issue  from  the  solid 
wall,  or  haply  from  one  of  the  crio-sphynxes 
standing  so  grimly  round.  The  only  thing  he 
saw  was  a  tall,  grave  priest,  standing  at  some 
distance  from  him,  silently  musing  with  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  ground. 

"  Typhon  hath  tempted  me,"  said  the  young 
man  starting ;  "  but  I  will  stand  fast  by  my 
faithfulness.5' 

A  dark  shade  passed  over  the  features  of 
the  Priest,  as  he  looked  up  from  the  ground, 
and  glanced  at  the  soldier.  Then  folding  his 
linen  garment  tighter  round  him,  he  passed 
through  the  pylon  into  the  Sacred  Enclosure 
of  the  Temple. 

A  female  form  glanced  past.  Hidden  until 
now  behind  the  sphynx  opposite  to  which 
Osorchon  was  standing,  she  emerged  from  the 
colossal  marble  form,  like  an  angel  ascending 
from  the  Tomb.  A  bright  being  was  she,  of 
almost  supernatural  beauty ;  with  long  brown 
hair,  through  which  glistened  threads  as  of 
gold,  that  seemed  to  flash  iu  the  sun's  rays — 
so  bright  and  brilliant  were  they ;  and  large 
dark  blue  eyes,  soft  and  mournful,  but  wild 
and  shy,  that  looked  out  from  amongst  the 
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veiling  hair,  timid  and  startled.  And  she 
flitted  past  the  young  Fan-bearer — her  feet 
making  no  echo,  but  falling  on  the  paved  way 
lightly  as  rose  leaves  on  the  moss.  She  looked 
into  his  face.  What  strange  attraction  drew 
her  steps  towards  him  ?  She  came,  and  stood 
close  by  his  side  ;  her  red  lips  parted,  as  if  to 
speak  ;  and  tears  filled  her  eyes.  Drawing 
aside,  with  one  rosy  hand,  the  heavy  waving 
tresses  from  before  her  face,  she  laid  the 
other  upon  his  arm,  and  asked,  in  a  foreign 
accents:  "  Thou  art  from  Memphis ?" 

"Thou  art  right,  beautiful  .maiden,"  said 
Osorchon.  *'  I  am  the  king's  officer,  and  on  this 
day,  messenger  to  his  people." 

"  Thy  land  is  not  the  Valley  of  the  Nile?" 
said  the  girl,  eagerly.  "  There  is  a  stranger 
tone  in  thy  voice." 

"  My  home  was  the  home  of  the  sons  of  the 
Ishmaelite." 

"And  thou  servestin  a  foreign  country,  with 
false  gods  above  ?  Young  man,  this  is  not 
well!  And  yet  what  am  I,"  she  added,  softly, 
clasping  her  hands  and  looking  upwards.  *'  A 
minister  in  ihe  Temple  itself!  And  while  my 
heart  is  worshipping  with  the  holy  Chal- 
dsean,  bowing  my  knee  to  the  monstrous  crea- 
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tions  of  this  dark  faith  I     Yet  he  is  free — I  am 
bound." 

"  The  faith  of  my  fathers  was  an  erring 
superstition.  The  faith  of  the  children  of 
Khem  is  true ;  for  the  Holy  Priests  declare  it," 
said  Osorchon,  gravely  ;  *'  I  would  not  return  to 
the  blindness  of  my  people." 

"  Man,  blaspheme  not  1"  cried  the  girl,  pas- 
sionately. "  Hide  thine  apostacy  deeper — 
deeper — so  that  no  eye  may  see  it — but  drag  it 
not  forth  into  the  sun-light,  else  this  will  grow 
pale  to  hear  thee  !  Thou  callest  the  worship 
of  the  spheres  of  Light,  darkness.  What,  then, 
that  of  the  JEdes,  where  the  smile  of  day 
never  penetrates — but  where  only  the  flame 
of  earthly  fires  light  the  man-created  black- 
ness ?" 

"  Darest  thou,]standing  among  the  Sphynxes, 
utter  such  words  as  these  ?" 

"  1  dare  do  more  for  the  faith  of  my  people." 
returned  Lysinoe,  devoutly. 

"  Thou,  too,  art  of  my  birthland  ?"  said  the 
youth  starting  back.  "  Oh  !  what  is  thy 
name  ?  Speak— speak  quickly." 

"  My  name  is  Lysinoe." 

"  Ah  !"  sighed  Osorchon,  "  that  is  a  name 
of  Egypt.  That  is  not  a  sister's  name  1" 
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"  To  a  son,  degenerate  and  lost  from  the 
glory  of  his  fathers'  ways,  am  I  only  a  stranger, 
and  no  other/'  said  Lysinoe  sadly.  "  I  have 
given  thee  the  name  of  my  slavery — that  of 
my  free  birth  I  withhold.  It  is  too  precious 
a  talisman  to  be  exposed  to  the  careless  eye  of 
each  curious  inquirer." 

"  Nay  ;  but  thou  knowest  not  all  that 
hangs  upon  my  question — thou  knowest  not 
all  that  hangs  upon  thy  reply,"  urged  the 
young  fan-bearer  earnestly. 

*'  I  know  that  the  son  of  my  people  is  an 
apostate.  What  boots  it  to  know  further  ?" 

"  Oh  !  leave  me  not  thus  !"  exclaimed  Osor- 
chon.  "  Thou  hast  called  up  a  host  of  wild 
imaginings.  Leave  me  not  thus  darkly.  I 
beseech  thee  to  tell  me  truly  who  thou 
art!" 

'*  Hadst  thou  been  faithful,"  Lysinoe 
answered,  "  I  would  then  have  shown 
myself  to  thee.  But  the  only  tie  of  re- 
ligion is  broken  between  us,  and  I  will 
not  weave  a  new  bond.  Yet  though  thou  hast 
rebelled  against  thy  Gods,  thou  wilt  not  for- 
sake the  king  ?  I  know  that  thou  wilt  not, 
for  I  heard  thine  answer  even  now,  when  the 
Voice  tempted  thy  soul." 
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"  Forsake  Sethos  ?— I  will  forsake  my  own 
life  first !  1  may  change  in  faith,  maiden  ;  but 
I  cannot  change  in  faithfulness.  And  let  the 
knee  bow  down  to  Amun  or  to  Belus,  the 
words  of  fidelity  which  are  graved  in  the 
heart  do  not  alter  with  the  Temple  !  The 
Religion  of  Phtha  teaches  this,  as  much  as 
does  that  of  the  Sabaean  !" 

"  Ah  !  I  see  thou  hast  still  some  of  thy 
brave  country's  spirit  in  thee  !  The  cold 
Egyptian  ways  have  not  wholly  quenched  its 
ardour  !  I  love  to  see  it.  Thou  art  still  my 
landsman  !"  And  the  girl's  eyes  flashed.  "  I 
sicken  at  this  eternal,  tomb-like  chill !  My 
heart  maddens  and  writhes  beneath  these  cold 
fetters ;  and  I  yearn  for  freedom,  like  the 
wild  horse  of  the  desert  which  languishes  and 
pines  in  bondage !  Speak  thine  own  tongue  ! 
Let  me  hear  it  again  !  It  may  be,  that  with 
its  words,  its  duties  and  its  feelings  will  come 
back  to  thee  !" 

"  Nay,  sister !"  answered  Osorchon,  speaking 
as  she  desired  in  the  Arabian  language,  but 
imperfectly.  "  My  duties,  hopes,  and  affections 
are  all  bounded  by  the  blue  mountains  of 
Egypt!" 

"  Alas  !"  alas  !"   said   Lysinoe   sadly,  and 
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covering  her  face  in  her  hands.  "  Thou  dost 
love  an  Egyptian  woman  ?  Ah  me  !  this  will 
bring  thee  no  joy  !  Kind  with  kind  alone. 
The  same  faith,  the  same  fathers,  the  same 
home.  Oh!  never  wed  the  stranger  ! — for  the 
teaching  of  childhood  is  too  deeply  engraved 
for  any  after-writing  to  efface  !" 

"  Thou  art  right  to  say  that  it  brings  no 
joy,"  said  the  youth  sigiiing. 

"  Conquer  it,"  said  Lysinoe  moved,  and 
turning  aside  her  head. 

"When  my  heart  ceases  to  beat." 

*'  Speak  of  it  no  more  !"  cried  the  girl 
quickly.  "  Tell  me — art  thou  in  all  things 
thy  country's  recreant  son  ?" 

"  In  Arab  honor,  and  in  Arab  courage, 
maiden,  1  trust  that  I  am  still  a  fit  child  of 
the  Spice  Land  !" 

"  Well  and  bravely  said  !  And  thou  art 
faithful,  and  mayst  be  trusted  ?" 

"  None  ever  yet  found  me  false.  Thou 
shalt  not  be  the  first." 

"  I  have  a  task  for  thee  to  do.  Wilt  thou 
dare  it  ?" 

"  If  it  stands  in  the  compass  of  man's 
power,  thou  mayst  look  on  it  as  already 
done." 
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"  Pledge  me  in  our  own  country's  fashion  " 
cried  Lysinoe  extending  her  hand. 

The  youth  smiled. 

"  This   is   more   strange   to    me  than    the 
foreign  Egyptian  way  1"  he  said. 

"  Need  ye  a  witness  ?"  said  a  strange, 
rOugh  voice,  and  a  hieraphor,  or  sacred  bearer, 
stood  between  them. 

The  Priest  took  seven  small  stones  and 
placed  them  between  the  pair.  With  a  sharp - 
edged  flint  he  made  a  deep  incision  in  the 
palm  of  Osorchon,  and  slightly  wounded  that 
of  the  sweet  Lysinoe  ;  he  then  tore  off  a  small 
shred  from  the  dress  of  each,  and  steeping  the 
pieces  in  the  blood  which  trickled  from  their 
hands,  he  rubbed  them  on  the  seven  stones, 
calling  gently  on  the  Gods  of  the  Ishmaelite 
to  bear  witness  to  this  solemn  pledge. 

When  Lysinoe  raised  her  head,  which  she 
had  sunk  in  silent  devotion,  bidding  the  young 
fan-bearer  look  up,  and  thank  the  kind 
Priest  who  had  thus  aided  them,  they  both 
started  at  beholding  the  place  where  he  had 
so  lately  stood,  empty  and  deserted.  They 
looked  towards  the  Pylon — they  looked  along 
the  dromos — towards  the  hill ;  but  not  a  shadow 
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was  visible,  save  those  which  the  criosphynxes 
threw. 

"  Strange  !"  they  both  repeated  together, 
"  Has  he  vanished  into  air  ?" 
"  Let  it  be  !"  cried  Lysinoe,  with  a  quick  flush. 
"  Thou  art  now  pledged  to  do  my  bidding  faith- 
fully. Let  the  Priest,  who  hath  been  the  wit- 
ness, go  where  he  will !  Take,  then,  this  ring  to 
Psammetichus,  of  Sais,"  she  continued  speak- 
ing very  rapidly,  and  paling  to  a  deathly  pal- 
lor, "  and  bid  him  remember  his  promise. 
Tell  him  that  the  day  hath  risen,  but  the  sun 
is  still  sunk ;  and  the  Arabian  maid — prisoner 
in  the  Temple  of  Amun — prisoner  to  Amasis — 
pines  for  his  coming.  Thou  wilt  do  this  for 
me?" 

"  Thou  mayst  trust  me,  as  thou  wouldst 
trust  thy  brother,"  answered  Osorchon  proudly. 

"  And  give,  likewise,  to  Psammetichus,  the 
captive's  unceasing  prayer  to  her  star-goda 
for  his  welfare."  And  tears  filled  her  blue 
eyes  as  she  said  these  few  words  in  a  low, 
half-inarticulate  voice. 

"  Let  this  be  the  warrant  of  my  fidelity," 
said  the  youth,  as  if  attracted  by  a  sudden 
impulse,  and  placing  in  her  hand  a  email  white 
stone. 

Lysinoe  did  not  look  at  the  inscription  which 
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was  engraved  there,  but  taking  the  hand  of  Osor- 
chon,  she  slightly  kissed  it  twice,  "  Once  for 
thee,  and  once  for  him  !"  she  murmured  blush- 
ing. 

"  How  ! — thus  to  a  stranger  in  broad  daylight, 
and  without  the  bounds— where  is  thy  shame 
minion  ?"  cried  Amasis  who  had  come  upon 
them  unperceived.  "  And  this  is  the  impene- 
trable Lysinoe?  Another  time,  maiden,  I 
will  translate  thy  '  No !'  into  a  softer  word. 
How  didst  thou  come  hither,  girl  ?" 

Lysinoe  clung  to  the  cold  stone  of  the 
sphynx  for  support ;  for  there  was  something 
in  the  bold  look  of  the  Priest  that  chilled 
her  blood  ;  and  made  her  quail  beneath  his 
glance. 

"  That  boy  is  my  landsman,"  she  said  faintly, 
evading  the  last  question. 

"  Pshaw  !  and  if  he  be  thy  country's  son,  is 
thy  heart  so  wide  that  it  can  embrace  all  of 
Arab  race  ?  And  what  was  that  ring  which 
thou  didst  give  him  ?  A  love-token  so  soon  ?" 
*'  Nay  !  this  is  insupportable  !"  cried  Lysinoe 
haughtily.  "  Art  thou  indeed  my  very  jailer  ?' 

"  Thy  jailer,  Lysinoe  1"  returned  the  Priest 
passionately.  "Would  that  I  were!  Would 
that  my  arms  were  thy  prison  walls,  and  my 
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bosom  thy  prison  cell !    Thou  shouldst  not  then 
escape  from  so  sweet  captivity !" 

"  Is  this  thy  resolve  of  yesternight  ?"  said 
the  girl  coldly,  gathering  strength  as  she  pro- 
ceeded. "  Then  thou  didst  throw  me  from 
thy  heart  for  ever.  Why  hast  thou  changed 
in  thy  determination  ?" 

"What! — art  thou  tender  and  kind  to  stranger 
boys,  and  coy  only  to  me  ?  This  ia  unfair. 
Make  me  at  least  as  one  of  these !"  and  Amasis 
answered  in  a  taunting  tone. 

"Amasis,  well  for  thee  that  I  am  a  slave! 
Well  for  thee  that  I  am  a  woman  with  none 
to  help  or  deliver  me,"  said  Lysinoe  in  a  low 
tremulous  voice. 

"  Maiden,"  said  Osorchon,  who  had  with- 
drawn out  of  hearing.  "  I  must  now  be  gone. 
Can  I  do  aught  other  service  for  thee  ?" 

"  One  only,"  replied  Lysinoe,  speaking  in 
her  native  language ;  u  return  to  the  faith  of 
thy  childhood." 

Osorchon  shook  his  head,  half  smiling,  half 
sighing.  "  Thou  hast  demanded  an  impossi- 
bility," he  said.  «  Farewell !  I  will  think  of 
thee  and  of  thy  beauty,  and  at  some  future 
day  meet  thee  again,  when  thou  wilt  tell  me 
if  thou  hast  aught  to  do  with  the  words  of  the 
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White  Stone."  Touching  the  blue  hem  of 
her  robe,  and  bending  reverently  to  the  Priest, 
the  youth  rejoined  his  comrades ;  "turning  once 
back  to  see  Lysinoe  raise  her  hands  implor- 
ingly to  Heaven  as  she  shrunk  from  Amasis. 

The  Priest  took  the  stone  from  her  hand, 
and  almost  started  as  he  saw  written  there 
in  strange  characters,  yet  characters  which  he 
could  read,  "  The  amulet  of  the  birth  day  of 
Edith.  Areia  to  Edwy."  He  did  not  return  the 
stone  to  the  maiden,  but  secured  it  in  the  folds  of 
his  linen  robe,  and  the  girl  dared  not  demand  it. 

"  Lysinoe,"  he  then  said,  "  I  cannot  bear 
this  coldness.  Why  wilt  thou  not  love  me  ? 
Thou  knowest  that  thou  art  the  very  light  of 
my  life, — the  very  sun  of  my  being.  Why 
wilt  thou  for  ever  shut  up  thy  heart  from 
me,  and  not  give  me  back  some  of  that 
love  which  I  lavish  on  thee  so  fondly, — so  pro- 
fusely." 

"  Oh  !"  cried  Lysinoe  wildly.  "  Hu  sh 
that  word.  I  will  serve  thee  faithfully  for 
ever,— I  will  stifle  all  my  heart's  pleadings- 
all  my  soul's  desires  for  liberty.  I  will  be  thy 
slave,  humble  and  submissive — if  thou  wilt  but 
hush  that  word  of  love!  Love? — oh !  name 
not  a  thing  so  pure  and  god-like !  The  blight 
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and  the  flowery  plain ; — the  serpent  and  the 
mother  dove, — oh !  these  are  not  more  un- 
matched than  are  that  and  thou  !" 

"  Love  unmeet  for  me  ?  Lysinoe,  dost 
thou  know  the  nature  of  him  to  whom  thou 
speakest?  Love  unmeet  for  one  whose  pulse  is 
throbbing,  and  whose  every  vein  is  filled  with 
its  passionate  ecstasy  ?  and  thou  — cold  and 
chill — thou  tellest  me  that  I  cannot  love?" 

''Not  with  the  love  From  there!"  replied 
the  girl  solemnly,  and  pointing  to  the  sky. 

"  Away  with  these  sick  fancies !  I  love  as  a 
man,  not  as  a  spirit." 

"  Aye,  thou  callest  them  fancies,  Amasis ; 
and  holiness  and  purity  are,  to  the  unhallowed, 
but  as  the  dreams  of  a  fevered  brain.  And 
love,  kindled  among  the  stars,  and  shining 
with  the  light  of  these,  is  as  a  delusion  and  a 
shadow  to  the  heart  that  is  devoted  to  earth. 
When  thou  canst  love  with  such  love  as  this 
— then  mayst  thou  ask  for  mine." 

"  Sweet  girl !  like  a  silver  stream  do  thy 
words  gush  forth  from  thy  rosy  lips.  But,  my 
Beautiful!  Earth  is  for  men,  and  Heaven  for 
spirits.  Men  fed  on  the  food  of  the  immortals — 
incense  and  vapour — would  starve  and  die ;  and 
the  love  which  is  nonrished  only  on  spiritual 
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visions  would  soon  faint  for  hunger.  Lysinoe, 
both  thy  ripe  lip  and  thy  dark  eye  whisper 
that  a  soft  and  living  caress  is  dearer  to  thee 
than  a  host  of  ghostly  love-makings.  Nay 
frown  not,  sweet !  Thy  brow  was  never  made 
for  these  angry  marks ." 

"  And  thou  dost  think  to  win  me  by  insult?" 
cried  Lysinoe,  almost  in  tears.  "  By  imprison- 
ment, robbery,  taunt,  and  the  foulest  insult  to 
which  woman  is  subject,  does  Amasis  dream  to 
win  the  captive's  love !" 

"  Thou  shalt  finish  thy  lecture  in  a  safer 
place  than  this,"  replied  the  Priest,  leading 
her  away.  **  Come  with  me.  Thou  mayst 
not  stand  longer  in  the  public  gaze.  Tell  me 
how  thou  didst  escape  :  or  if  thou  wilt  not,  my 
kind  Daemon  who  tells  me  all  that  passes,  will 
save  thee  the  trouble.  Thou  shalt  not  again 
risk  thy  pretty  wings,  my  bird !  They  must 
be  clipped  still  closer  !  Come,  I  have  much 
for  thee  to  do  in  the  Temple's  worship. 
Pallacide  of  Amun,  and  pupil  of  Amasis — 
how  proud  is  thy  place  !  Nay,  never  weep  ! 
I  know  that  thou  art  an  infidel  both  to  the 
gods  and  the  man.  But  time  and  love  will 
enlighten  thy  darkness.  Come !  Thou  must 
prepare  a  boy  for  his  approaching  initiation. 
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In  my  Hall  of  Delights,  this  night,  he  will 
pass  through  his  first  stage  of  probation ;  and 
then  when  all  is  over,  tbou  shalt  teach  me  how 
thou  didst  answer  the  Fan-bearer's  caress ! 
Yea,  thou  shalt  teach  me  more !  What,  dost  thou 
shrink  at  my  touch  ?' ' 
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CHAPTER  III. 


THE  ARSENAL  AT  THE  8AITE  NOBLE  S  PALACE- 
ENTHUSIASM  AND  DISCONTENT.  THE  CHAM- 
BER OF  A  PRACTICAL  PHILOSOPHER  IN  THE 
ANCIENT  CITY  OF  PHTHA. 


WITH  sunken  head  and  dejected  look,  Psam- 
metichus  sat  in  the  audience  chamber  of  his 
kingly  palace.  Before  him,  scattered  about 
on  the  large,  square  stone  table  which  was 
placed  against  the  wall,  were  many  papyrus 
rolls  closely  written  over  in  the  hieroglyphic 
characters  ;  for  Psammetichus,  as  every  well- 
taught  Egyptian  though  not  of  the  Initiated,  un- 
destood  the  meaning  of  these  picture-letters ; 
although  that  more  popular  style  called  the 
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enchorial,  or   demotic,  had  not    yet  been  in- 
vented. 

Arms,  mingled  with  banners  of  various  de- 
vices, were  piled  against  the  walls  and  sculp- 
tured columns  of  the  chamber.  Standing  one 
within  the  other,  in  rows  of  countless  numbers, 
were  shields  made  of  the  hide  of  oxen,  stretched 
over  a  frame  of  wood  or  lighter  wicker  work  5 
the  smooth  hair  left  outside ;  studded  with  large 
metal  nails ;  and  having  narrow  bands  of  the 
same  round  the  edge,  to  give  greater  strength 
and  security.  Some,  of  a  triangular  shapej 
small  and  light,  were  intended  merely  as  a  de- 
fence for  the  breast— a  kind  of  moveable  cuir- 
ass ;  others  were  larger  and  weightier,  and 
capable  of  covering  the  whole  of  the  upper 
part  of  the  person  ;  while  others,  again,  of  still 
increasing  dimensions —and  pentagonal,  or  five- 
sided— effectually  screened  the  bearer  from 
danger  as  from  view.  These  last-mentioned 
shields  were  for  the  heavy  troops  only.  Small, 
but  effective,  battle-axe^  were  stacked  round 
the  bases  of  the  pillars,  in  piles  of  equal  num- 
bers, ready  for  distribution  to  the  different  bo- 
dies of  troops.  Their  wooden  handles  were  bound 
round  with  gay  strips  of  painted  leather,  partly  for 
ornament  and  partly  for  use ;  and  their  blades  were 
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engraved  with  figures.  These  bore  the  em- 
blems of  particular  gods ;  those,  merely  a  dis- 
tinctive name  in  the  hieroglyphic  or  hieratic 
characters ;  and  others,  a  simple  scroll,  or  volute, 
or  ornamental  work  ;  whilst  some,  again,  had  the 
blade  plain,  and  the  upper  part  only  adorned 
with  a  lion's  head,  or  hawk,  or  dog,  according 
to  the  fancy  of  the  individual.  For  as  every 
Egyptian  soldier  bought  his  own  armour  and 
weapons,  subject  only  to  the  restrictions  of 
class,  not  shape,  of  arms,  the  smiths  varied  the 
styles  and  patterns  to  suit  the  several  tastes 
of  the  purchasers. 

Straight,  short  swords ;  bows,  some  even 
now  strung,  ready  for  use;  arrows  of  reed, 
barbed  with  st  ne,  or  metal,  or  hard  wood  in- 
differently, and  with  three  feathers  placed 
lengthwise  on  each  side;  spears  and  javelins, 
with  gay  strings  and  tassels  depending  from  the 
balls  of  glittering  bronze  which  adorned  the 
upper  end;  daggers  ;  slings,  with  their  linen  bags 
of  smooth,  round  stones, which  though  the  most 
despised,  were  not  the  least  dangerous  of  Egyp- 
tian arms— all  these,  together  with  curved  sticks, 
bronze  helmets,  leathern  caps  of  various 
shapes,  cuirasses,  and  complete  coats  of  mail 
either  of  metal  or  twisted  flax,  made  the  spa- 
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clous  chamber  of  the  noble,  a  very  military 
store-house.  And  so,  in  point  of  fact,  it  was ; 
for  thither  would  all  the  chief  officers  and 
many  of  the  soldiers  of  his  private  band — his 
chosen,  tried,  and  trusted  army  of  Hermoty- 
bies — soon  come  to  receive  from  him  the  neces- 
sary equipments  for  active  service. 

The  Noble's  private  arms  were  rich  and 
costly,  of  the  best  manufacture,  and  most  im- 
posing appearance.  The  dagger  which  rested 
in  his  gilded  and  painted  leathern  girdle,  was 
profusely  ornamented  with  jewels ;  broad  bands 
of  pearls  enclosed,  or  framed,  graceful  pat- 
terns of  mingled  emerald  and  topaz  stones,  round 
the  sheath  and  handle  of  chased  gold.  The 
pommel  was  turned  into  the  favorite  lion's  head 
—  the  most  frequent,  and  the  most  admired,  of 
all  the  devices  in  use  among  the  Egyptians. 
The  blade  of  the  dagger  was  thin  and  tapering 
and  of  such  pliability,  that  even  if  bent  into  a 
complete  circle,  it  would  spring  back  uu  warped 
and  uninjured.  It  was  damaskeened,  or  inlaid 
with  gold  beaten  very  fine,  continued  from  the 
hilt  down  to  the  point.  The  leathern  sheath 
was  worked  with  gold  threads,  and  small 
strings  of  seed  pearls.  It  was  cut,  or  slashed, 
in  several  places,  to  show  the  beautiful  work- 
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manship  of  the  blade  ;  which,  besides  being 
damaskeened,  was  also  engraved.  A  heavy 
mace  of  wood  terminating  in  a  globe  or  ball ;  a 
strung  bow  ;  a  quiver  stocked  full  of  barbed 
arrows,  and  containing  also  javelins ;  a  short, 
straight,  and  thick  sword,  completed  the  list  of 
the  offensive  armour  of  Psainmetichus.  His 
body  was  partially  covered  with  a  cuirass,  or 
rather  coat  of  mail,  which  reached  from  his 
shoulder  to  a  little  above  his  knee.  It  was 
formed  of  metal  plates  placed  in  rows  and  fas- 
tened together  by  pins.  It  had  short  sleeves3 
like  shoulder- pieces,  which  came  midway  to  his 
elbow ;  and  it  was  bound  round  his  waist  by 
the  broad  girdle.  Upon  this  girdle  was  worked, 
in  gold  and  coloured  threads,  a  devotional  sen- 
tence or  apostrophe  to  Ranpo,  the  inferior 
God  of  War — in  other  words,  the  human- 
ized emanation  of  Mandoo  the  Great  Aven- 
ger. His  bronze  helmet,  which  glittered 
like  burnished  gold,  Psammetichus  had  taken  off; 
and  it  now  lay  on  the  table  beside  him.  It  was 
heavy,  and  of  great  inconvenience  to  the  wearer, 
yet  he  never  exchanged  it  for  the  lighter  and 
cooler  head-piece  of  quilted  leather  or  striped 
cotton  usually  worn  ;  but,  from  the  earliest 
times  when  he  had  first  borne  arms,  he  had 
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always  adopted  the  Brazen  Helmet.  And  in 
after-days,  this  habit  stood  him  in  good  stead  ; 
when,  making  that  momentous  Libation  to 
Phtha  in  his  shining  war-cup,  the  disheartened 
Eleveii  were  necessitated  to  acknowledge  him 
the  Lord,  by  .the  miraculous  voice  of  heaven 
itself. 

.Resting  against  the  carved  marble  stool,  on 
which  he  was  sitting,  was  a  large, 
and  heavy  axe  made  of  bronze,  also  inlaid 
with  gold.  The  rounded  blade  was  surmount- 
ed by  the  lion;  with  which  emblem,  indeed, 
almost  all  the  weapons  and  furniture  of  the 
JSaite  Noble  were  abundantly  adorned.  The 
weight  of  the  axe  would  have  wearied  the 
hand  of  many  a  stouter  man  than  was  its  pos- 
sessor; but  so  strongly  and  firmly  was  he 
built,  and  so  powerful  were  the  sinews  o:  his 
nervous  arm,  that  his  strength  was  greater  than 
that  of  men  of  more  massive  structure.  Every 
sinew,  every  nerve,  everymuscle,  of  his  body 
was  effective.  Sloth  had  not  paralysed,  luxury 
had  not  enervated,  mind  or  limb.  He  was 
the  very  ideal  of  the  man  of  action  —the  ener- 
getic soldier — the  brave  hero,  in  whom  was 
united  that  coarser  courage  which  results  from 
F  5 
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physical  formation  and  animal  power,  with 
the  high-hearted  gallantry  of  the  noble  soul. 
And  when  the  broad  and  thoughtful  brow — 
the  clear,  quick,  intelligent  eyes — the  kindly 
smiling  mouth,  whose  feminine  delicacy  of 
shape  relieved  and  softened  the  severe 
gravity  of  his  face,  were  looked  on  in 
connexion  with  his  majestic  figure  and  digni- 
fied mien ;  and  when  the  dauntless  heroism  of 
his  nature  was  brought  forth,  mingled  with 
the  thought  of  the  philosopher,  the  gen- 
tleness of  the  woman,  and  the  guilelessness 
of  the  child  — all  must  have  acknowledged  in 
Psancunetichus,  the  grandest  spirit  shrined  in 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  forms  of  his  age. 

The  regular  tramp  of  troops  was  now  heard 
slowly  clanking  down  the  paved  road.  Not  a 
voice  \vas  raised  amongst  them  ;  but  all  silently 
the  firm  and  manly  step  went  on  ;  each  loot  of 
the  hundred  warriors  falling  in  time  and  mea- 
sure, as  if  that  multitude  had  been  but  one  man. 
The  rustling  of  their  linen  garments  was  even 
heard ;  but  net  the  faintest  whisper.  They 
were  true  Egyptians — this  band  of  Hermo- 
tyhies  !  All  grave,  serious  almost  to  melan* 
choly,  dignified,  earnest,  brave,  and  manly ; 
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but  possessed  of  none  of  the  lighter  graces  of 
beauty ;  massive  and  colossal  as  their  own 
j^Edes ;  their  very  adornments  stern. 

"  My  faithful  band,"  exclaimed  Psamme- 
tichus  joyfully,  rising  as  the  noise  of  their 
tread  struck  his  ear,  and  passing  into  the  outer 
court  with  a  quickened  step.  An  exulting 
look  beamed  over  all  his  face,  as  he  stood  there, 
proudly  welcoming  his  loyal  troops.  Bands 
upon  bands  of  ten,  and  fifty,  and  a  hundred 
thronged  into  the  court.  And  still  more, 
and  many  more,  clustered  round  thg  gateway, 
unable  to  enter  for  the  press. 

And  a  brave  and  noble  band  they  were !  and 
one,  of  which  any  leader  had  good  cause  to 
boast,  and  in  whose  strength  and  fidelity  he 
had  done  well  to  rely.  There  were  compa- 
nies of  spearmen,  and  archers ;  and  the  users 
of  the  mace ;  and  the  wielders  of  the  sword 
and  the  axe ;  and  the  sliugers  of  stones.  Each 
company  was  arranged  under  its  own  Leader, 
and  stood  in  order,  according  to  its  place  and 
precedence.  The  foremost  rank  was  given  to 
the  most  honorable  battalion ;  namely,  tae 
Archers  of  the  Chariots.  This  corps  was  the 
most  effective  in  the  Egyptian  army.  The 
unerring  aim  of  the  men ;  the  regularity  of 
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their  operations  ;  the  precision  with  which  the 
darts  flew  through  the  air,  with  the  unbroken 
order  as  of  but  one  shaft :  the  sharpness  of 
the  barb,  and  the  force  of  the  flight,  rendered 
the  Mounted  Archery  by  far  the  most  danger- 
ous of  the  whole  array  ;  while  their  own 
position,  standing  in  their  chariots  higher  than 
their  opponents,  under  the  protection  of  their 
shields,  gave  them  infinitely  the  advantage  over 
the  enemy.  This  corps  received  from  the 
hands  of  Psammetichua  all  the  various  equip- 
ments necessary  for  service.  Bows,  and  well- 
stocked  quivers  ;  head-pieces  of  quilted 
leather  with  bright  tassels  hanging  as  or- 
naments from  the  crown  ;  shields  of  triangular 
shape,  an, all  and  easy  to  be  carried,  the 
loose  strap  of  which,  passing  inside,  allowed 
them  to  be  shifted  from  breast  to  back  with- 
out any  difficulty;  open  chariots  of  light 
make,  each  with  two  horses  of  the  famous 
Nubian  breed ;  the  proper  banner  peculiar  to 
the  battalion — such  were  the  princely  gifts 
which  the  Mounted  Archery  received  from  the 
munificent  noble. 

To  every  other  different  corps  were  the  same 
gifts  presented ;  varying  only  as  to  the  nature 
of  their  weapons,  according  to  the  nature  of 


THE    EGYPTIAN.  109 

their  service,  and  their  rank  in  the  army.  To 
some  the  mace  ;  to  others  the  spear ;  to  many, 
the  sword;  and  to  a  large  band,  the  slings, 
and  their  bags  of  stones,  with  shields,  portions 
of  body-armour,  and  banners  of  multiplied 
devices,  did  the  servants  of  the  Noble  distri- 
bute to  the  men.  The  value  of  this  gratuit- 
ous arming  was  the  greater,  as,  in  Egypt,  each 
soldier  waa  expected  to  provide  himself  with 
his  own  armour  and  weapons  out  of  the  pro- 
ceeds of  the  lands  allotted  to  him.  And 
now,  since  Sethos  had  spoiled  them  of  these 
lands,  together  with  their  exclusive  privileges— 
that  one  most  dear  of  all,  their  exemption  from 
imprisonment  for  debt — they  could  never, 
themselves,  have  found  the  means  of  arming 
either  for  or  against  the  king. 

Having  distributed  the  various  arms  to  the 
different  battalions,  adding  a  small  present  in 
mone^y  to  each  soldier,  the  Noble  prepared  to 
address  his  men;  when  a  Captain  of  the 
Mounted  Archers  stepping  forward  before  the 
rest,  offered  to  their  generous  benefactor  the 
united  praises,  and  thanks,  and  loyalty  of  his 
army. 

"  And  though,"  the  speaker  went  on  to 
say  ;  "  and  though  thou  lead  us  to  fight 
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hand  to  hand  against  a  legion  of  evil  genii, 
yet  thee  will  we  follow  without  murmur  or 
hesitation.  Content  to  be  led  by  such  a  Cap- 
tain as  the  Noble  Psammetichus,  through 
shame,  defeat,  and  death,  will  we  accompany 
him !  Nay,  not  through  defeat,  nor  yet  through 
shame  !  For  the  Gods  will  protect  their  favor- 
ite son,  so  that  victory,  and  blessings,  and  not 
disaster,  shall  ever  attend  him  !  But  we  will 
follow  thee  to  the  death;  for  that  will  be 
Miss,  if  earned  by  adherence  to  thee !  And 
bright  shall  be  our  reward,  if,  on  the  battle- 
plain,  thou  dost  speak  but  one  kind  word  of 
thanks  and  encouragement  to  him  that  has 
fallen  and  now  is  dying,  and  to  him  that  is 
still  striving.  Say  I  not  well,  brethren?"  he 
continued  turning  to  the  rest,  who,  standing 
in  their  closely-serried  ranks,  mute  and  motion- 
less, with  not  a  muscle  of  their  bronzed  faces 
moving,  looked  more  like  an  army  of  statues, 
than  a  body  of  living,  breathing,  passionate 
men:— their  quick  and  glowing  eyes,  their 
only  signs  of  life,  as  their  rapid  glances 
shot  from  the  speaker,  to  the  general  of 
their  band.  "  Say  I  not  well,  when  1  give 
our  assurance,  that  wheresoever  our  Captain 
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may  lead,  we  will  not  draw  back ;  that  what- 
soever he  may  command,  we  will  obey;  even," 
and  here  his  voice  sank  into  a  ,low,  hoarse 
whisper,  "  even  to  the  capture  of  the  Anointed 
and  Sanctified?"  A  start — a  sudden  flush  — 
an  anxious  look  into  the  face  of  his  neigh- 
bour, to  see  if  his  fearful  thought  were  re- 
flected there — a  deep,  unbroken,  breathless 
silence,  were  the  only  replies  which  the  men 
gave.  They  were  sufficient ;  words  would  have 
only  weakened  their  force.  "  Psamrnetichus 
and  death,  rather  than  honors  and  abandon- 
ment !  Raise  one  shout,  brethren,  for  our 
Guide,  and  our  Lord !  Tell  out  to  the  noon- 
day's sun,  that  the  Hermotybies  of  the  Saite's 
army  cannot  know  disloyalty  to  Psammetichus, 
their  chieftain  !" 

And  the  soldiers  waved  their  banners  high 
through  the  air,  and  with  one,  loud  shout  pro- 
claimed their  assent.  It  was  a  sudden  burst 
of  enthusiasm,  which  broke  forth  irom  their 
silence  as  a  ray  of  life  from  the  marble — a 
stream  of  gushing  water  from  the  desert 
rock  —a  beam  of  light  from  the  Mystic  Cave. 
One  loud  shout  they  gave,  and  then  each  lip 
was  mute,  and  only  the  faint  echo  circled 
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above  their  heads,  whispering  that  life  was  still 
with  them. 

"  My  brethren,  my  friends!''  cried  Psamme- 
tichus.  "  My  noble  friends — for  such  are  ye 
all,  even  the  youngest  and  the  lowest  among 
ye,  to  the  leader  whom  ye  thus  honor — I 
thank  ye  for  your  trust !  What  will  be  your 
readiness  to  obey,  when  I  tell  you,  that  it  is 
not  against  the  sacred  person  of  your  Anointed 
Sovereign  that  I  would  lead  ye — the  Gods  for- 
bid an  impiety  so  black !  but,  with  the 
aid  of  foreign  allies,  conduct  ye  to  victory 
against  the  Assyrian  ?  Aye !  conduct  ye  to 
the  brave  defence  of  your  country,  your  Gods, 
and  their  holy  altars  !" 

Here  the  Noble  was  interrupted  by  a  low, 
sullen  murmur,  which  broke  the  respectful 
silence  with  which  his  troop  had  hitherto  lis- 
tened to  him.  And  some  of  hotter  blood  than 
the  rest  flung  down  their  arms  and  standards, 
and  placed  their  feet  upon  them,  exclaiming : 
"  Nay !  nay  !  we  will  not  draw  our  swords  for 
Sethos !  We  will  not  aid  the  tyrant  king ! 
Rather  give  us  back  our  poverty  and  our 
sluggard's  inaction,  than  wealth  and  glcry,  if 
these  are  to  be  gained  by  warring  for  him  ! 
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We  will  not  follow  thee,  Peammeticlius ;  we 
will  not  follow  thee  for  this  !  Nought — not 
even  the  Voice  of  the  Oracle  has  stirred  us ; 
not  even  thy  words  shall  accomplish  it.  We 
will  not  follow  thee!" 

And  many  of  them  fought  their  way  to- 
wards the  gateway,  as  if  to  escape  from  a 
snare  which  had  been  laid  for  them,  and  into 
which  they  feared  to  fall  if  they  looked  longer 
on  its  enticements. 

"  And  ye  would  commit  sin — crime — sa- 
crilege," said  the  Noble  sternly.  "  Ye  would 
become  the  very  dogs  of  men — the  cursed  by 
the  Gods— the  cursed  by  the  Holy  Priests — 
the  reviled,  the  base,  the  outcast — in  obeying 
the  impulses  of  your  own  vile  passions,  rather 
than  stand  before  the  world  in  the  clear  light 
of  virtue?  Ye  would  rather  be  degraded,  than 
live  honored  and  respected  from  your  perform- 
ance of  Duty?"  And  he  looked  round  on 
the  assembly  with  a  glance  which  the  boldest 
among  them  dare  not  meet. 

"  It  is  not  our  duty !"  said  a  voice  at  length 
from  the  mass.  "  The  first  nobles  of  Egypt 
have  refused  to  aid  the  unjust  King.  Why 
should  we  act  differently  to  our  Lords?" 
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"  Our  honor  will  be  tarnished !"  cried  a  cap- 
tain of  a  subdivision  warmly. 

"Aye,  tarnished  for  ever!"  re-echoed  an- 
other voice.  "  If  we  consort  with  such 
fellow  fighters  as  the  supporters  of  Sethos,  \ve 
need  never  think  of  standing  as  equals  before 
our  former  companions  I  We  shall  theu  be  de- 
graded, though  honorable  now  ;  and  we  would 
be  more  honorable  yet,  as  the  denouncers  of 
tyranny  I" 

"  What  Egyptian  maid  would  kiss  the  lips 
of  a  coward !"  said  one  youth  passionately. 

"  The  very  blue  of  our  Rings  of  Fidelity 
would  be  stained  with  shame !"  cried  another. 
"  They  were  never  given  us  as  tokens  that  we 
were  to  be  faithful  to  disgrace  !" 

"  Mine  ehall  not  be  sullied  1"  exclaimed  a 
third,  flinging  his  lazuli  ring  beneath  his  feet, 
and  grinding  it  to  powder. 

"  Ha!"  cried  Psammetichus,  all  the  pride 
of  the  Noble  mantling  in  a  swift  and  sudden 
glow  over  his  brow.  "  And  are  ye  so  bold, 
slaves?  Dare  ye  thus  to  answer  your  Master? 
To  your  ranks !  to  your  ranks !  and  respect 
those  leaders  which  the  Gods  have  given  ye ! 
If  our  brother  warriors  have  chosen  to  obey 
the  suggestions  of  evil  rather  than  of  good, 
that  brings  no  obligation  on  us  !" 
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*'  The  sreat  men  of  the  Land  of  Khem  can- 

O 

not  err !"  said  an  elderly  man  in  a  low  voice, 
as  if  speaking  to  himself  rather  than  intenti- 
onally interrupting  Psammetichus. 

"  /am  one  of  the  nobles,"  replied  Psammeti- 
chus in  a  loud  and  haughty  tone ;  "  and  yet 
ye  dare  to  proclaim  to  my  very  face  that  ye, 
the  lesser  and  the  meaner,  can  judge  better." 

"For  our  companions'  sake,"  urged  the 
soldier  humbly. 

"Our  companions'  wrong  is  not  the  law 
which  ought  to  regulate  us,"  said  Psammeti- 
chus. "  Ye  would  not  follow  the  blind  man 
in  his  heedless  path  down  the  steep  rock,  when 
the  danger  was  apparent  to  yourselves,  simply 
because  he  was  of  higher  grade  than  ye  ?  If 
the  nobles  of  Mizraim  have  been  more  solici- 
tous to  revenge  than  to  forgive,  we  will  not 
condemn,  but  neither  will  we  imitate  their 
deeds.  And  I  would  not  constrain  the  mean- 
est of  Egyptian  birth.  Ye  are  free  to  fol- 
low your  own  passions  as  ye  list.  But  first 
think  on  this  one  thing :  Life  ends  not  with 
death ,  and  good  and  evil  receive  their  reward 
or  retribution.  If  ye  fear  not  the  ban  of  the 
Temple  here,  at  least  ye  ought  to  fear  the  con- 
demnation of  the  Gods  hereafter.  Think  on 
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my  words.  They  are  not  spoken  lightly  ;  but 
they  contain  the  weightiest  matters  of  man's 
life.  1  ask  of  ye  nothing  for  the  sike  of  your 
leader,"  he  continued,  after  a  short  pause  ;  "  I 
remind  ye  not  of  all  the  dangers  which  we 
have  shared  together;  of  the  mutual  aid,  and 
the  mutual  defence,  when  the  Barbarian's  spear 
struck  us.  I  remind  ye  not  of  all  those  touch- 
ing incidents  of  a  long  campaign,  when  the 
rough  soldier  must  take  up  the  woman's  gentle 
part,  to  tend  his  smitten  comrade  with  fill  a 
woman's  tenderness.  I  remind  ye  not  of  all 
those  dear  remembrances  ;  but  I  ask  ye  to  act 
virtuously,  for  the  sake  of  virtue  and  the 
Thmei.  And  yet,  let  me  think  once  more 
of  the  past,  when  the  army  of  Psammetichus 
was  but  as  one  body  animated  by  one  spirit  ;  — 
when  dissension  was  unknown,  and  love  reigned 
supreme ; — when  the  fame  of  its  honor,  and  the 
renown  of  its  virtue,  filled  the  Valley  of  the 
Nile ;  and  mothers  carried  votive  offerings  and 
gifts  of  thanksgiving  to  the  Gods,  if  their  sons 
were  within  its  ranks.  Unto  how  many  of 
ye  have  not  these  hands  administered  the 
cares  of  the  tenderest  nurse  !  How  many  do 
I  now  see  standing  before  me,  that  I  myself 
have  borne  bleeding  from  the  field  ;  —for  whom 
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I  have  prepared  the  couch  of  moss  and  leaves, 
content  myself  with  the  rugged  stone  ; — whose 
thirst  I  have  assuaged  with  my  last   drop  of 
water  ; — whose  wounds  I  have  dressed,  while 
stiff  and  smarting  with  my  own; — whose  petty 
sorrows  I  have   lightened  by   sympathy    and 
participation,  while  a  world  of  deep  grief  lay 
hidden  within  my  own  bosom!    And  how  many 
cold  eyes  now  meet  mine,  that   I   have  seen 
flashing    with   triumph,  as   my   sword   waved 
them  on  to   glory  and   to   victory !— to   ^lory 
and  to  victory,  brethren !     Once  were  ye  thus 
led  ! — follow    me    now,    again,   to  the    same ! 
Trust  in  rne,  your  old  guide  I     Trust  in  your 
friend,  your  father,  your  lord !     Believe   that 
he  will  not    require  you   to   stain   the  blue  of 
your  rings,  nor  so   dishonor   yourselves  that 
an  Egyptian  maid  can  never  cradle  her   head 
on  your  bosoms  again !     Nay  !  rather  will  he 
crown  ye  with  added  glory,  and  make  ye  such 
as  every  sweet-voiced  girl  would  gladlv  claim 
as  her  own  !     Boldly  march   against   Senna- 
cherib;   and   with  your   good  swords   rescue 
your   threatened    birth-land!     What  say  ye; 
will  ye  once  more,  as  of  old,  follow  me,  your 
chief,  to  glory,  honor,  and  conquest?     Will  ye 
onco  more  assemble  under  this  banner,  and, 
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like  the  lion  whose  image  it  bears,  never  turn 
from  pursuing,  till  ye  have  overtaken  and  slain 
the  foe  ?  Ah  I  I  read  in  your  flashing  eyes 
and  lightened  brows  your  glad  assent.  For- 
ward, then,  against  Sennacherib !  Forward 
against  the  Gentile,  who  would  plunder  our 
shrines,  and  steal  away  our  maidens;  who 
would  pollute  our  Temples,  and  rifle  our  homes. 
Who  will  follow  the  banner  of  Psammetichus, 
as  it  floats  on  the  way  to  victory  1"  and  the 
noble  threw  abroad  his  standard  high  through 
the  air. 

A  death-like  silence  was  his  only  response; 
for  a  moment,  the  soldiers  stood  mute  and 
breathless ; — each  man  bending  forward  with 
parted  lips ;  his  breath  held  ;  eagerly  listening 
to  catch  the  latest  sounds  of  that  glorious 
voice.  Then  suddenly  a  wild  cry  rent  the 
sky.  Banners  were  flung  aloft ;  swords  were 
drawn  in  mad  enthusiasm, — glittering  spears 
were  shaken  high, — and  from  the  whole  body 
simultaneously  burst  forth,  as  in  one  loud, 
giant  voice ;  "  Hail  to  thee,  Lord  !  we  will 
follow  thee  whithersover  thou  mayst  lead  usl" 

And  some  knelt  to  their  chief,  as  to  a  God  ; 
and  others,  rough,  weatherbeaten  men,  who 
had  seen  blood  flow  as  it  had  been  water,  and 
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had  not  shrunk  from  the  sight,  wept  as  they 
crowded  round  and  besought  his  pardon. 

<;  To-morrow,  then,  by  dawn,"  he  said;  and 
at   the  moment   that    his   voice    sounded,  the 
whole  assembly,   so   tumultuous   and  excited, 
became  hushed  and   still,  "  we   must  assemble 
together,  and  set  out  on  our  inarch  to  Pelusium. 
The    king,    goes    forward    this  night,    when 
the  moon  cools  the  burning  air.     The  new  fan- 
bearer  will  not  tarry  long  at  the  Sacred  City  ; 
but  in  a  few  days  we  shall  find  him,  too,   on 
the  way.  Yet  I  would  not  that  either  the  king  or 
the  youthful  foreign   noble,  should  be  able  to 
mock    at    the     tardiness    of    Psammetichus. 
Rather  must  they  give  us  the  meed  of  praise,  for 
our    speedy    march   and    brave    array.     The 
Saite's  battalion  of  valiant  Hermotybies  never 
yet  yielded  the  place    of  precedence  to   any 
other; — we    will  not   do    so   now,   brethren! 
We  must  now,   as   of  old,  be  the  first  on  the 
battle  plain — the   last  to   quit ;   the  first    to 
strike — the  latest  to  hold  our  hands !" 

"•"We  will  preserve  our  fame  !"  said  the 
soldiers  loudly. 

"  Thine  own  companionship  is  our  best 
guarantee  for  honor!"  said  the  Captain  of  the 
Archers  warmly.  "  Under  thee,  O  Psamme- 
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tichus  !  he  must  be  blind  and  lame  indeed, 
who  does  not  behold  renown  and  overtake 
her !" 

The   noble  smiled. 

"  Well !  ye  are  a  brave  troop  !"  he  replied. 
"  And  if  swiftly  moved  to  condemnation,  as 
swiftly  brought  back  to  affection  and  obe- 
dience !  We  will  yet  win  together  another 
Falchion  of  Victory  !  Such  a  weapon  cannot 
be  renewed  too  oft,  my  children  !— and  on  no 
other  armour  falls  the  rust-stain  of  disuse  so 
quickly  as  on  this  !" 

"  And  some  may  win  nought  but  the  Mystic 
Eye,"  said  a  youth  half  sadly.  He  had  been 
a  bride-groom  for  the  space  of  one  short  month, 
and  he  dreaded,  brave,  as  he  was,  the  dangers 
of  the  b:ittle  field  for  the  sake  of  the  young 
wife  he  must  leave  in  Memphis. 

"  Aye  !"  returned  Psammetichus  cheerily. 
"  Some  of  us  may,  indeed,  end  our  days  in 
the  plain  of  Pelusium.  If  so,  then  painted  on 
our  grave-clot hee,  and  graven  on  the  walls  of 
our  tombs  and  on  the  marble  of  our  eternal 
sarcophagi  shall  stand  the  noble  record  of  our 
deeds  and  our  daring  I  And  round  our  tombs 
will  wave  rare  flowers  of  beauty  ;  and  birds 
will  sing,  and  soft  cool  airs  will  hover,  and  the 
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the  place  will  be  sanctified  to  our  children  and 
their  sons  for  ever  !  And  our  names  shall  live 
in  the  praises  of  our  brethren,  and  shall  hover 
on  the  sweet  lips  of  Egypt's  daughters,  whom 
we  have  delivered  from  a  fate  worse  than 
death.  Who  would  not  die  for  the  sake  of 
this  dear  incense  of  love  ?  Such  a  death 
seems  dearer,  to  me,  than  the  longest  life  ! 
Now  we  must  separate.  Again  I  thank  ye, 
brave  friends,  for  your  faithful  adherence. 
Keep  sacred  the  secret  of  our  mission.  I 
have  trusted  it  to  the  care  of  many  ;  but  I 
know  that  every  soul  beneath  the  standard  of 
Psammetichus,  is  honorable  and  faithful.  To- 
morrow, at  dawn,  we  will  march  to  the  aid  of 
the  dispirited  defenders  of  the  beleaguered 
city.  We  could  not  have  left  our  noble  Pelu- 
sian  brethren  to  languish  and  to  die — to  be 
trodden  under  foot  of  the  Gentile — to  be  elain 
by  the  infidel,  then  flung  out  as  a  banquet 
for  the  vulture  and  the  jackal,  the  hyena 
and  the  raven  !" 

"  No  !  no  !"  shouted  the  soldiers.  u  We 
could  not  have  left  our  kinsmen  thus  !  Shame 
on  they  who  do  so  1" 

"  The  glorious  sun  which  shines  on  the  daz- 
zling Pyramids,  surely  ought  not  to  shine  on 
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the  disgrace  of  the  men  who  dwell  beneath 
their  mighty  shadow  !  Let  us  thank  our 
Gods,  my  sons,  that  this  dark  cloud  of  error, 
which  so  lately  gloomed  over  our  hearts,  has 
now  passed  away,  and  given  place  to  the 
light  of  the  Jewel  of  the  Thmei!"  And  he 
raised  his  eyes  to  heaven,  with  the  look  of  a 
prophet  preaching  out  forgotten  virtues  to  a 
wayward  world. 

The  glorious  sun  shone  not  that  day  on  a 
nobler  soul  than  that   of  Psammetichus.     He 
was   so   grand   in    thought,   and   so   clear    in 
sight — so  liberal   in   mind — so   unclouded   by 
superstition — so  reverential  to  true  greatness, 
yet  so  bold  in  rejecting  the  false — th.it  it   had 
been  hard  to  say  which  part  of  his  character  was 
not  superior  to  the  brightest  graces  of  another's. 
The  philosopher  purified  by  religion,  warmed 
by  love,  and  ennobled  by  heroism — the  ener- 
getic soldier  humanized  by  learning — the  lover, 
yet  the  stern  fulfiller  of  the  hardest  tasks  of 
duty — such  were  the  qualities  which  composed 
his  harmonious  nature  I 

Again  crowding  round  with  blessings,  and 
praises,  and  thanks,  reiterated  in  such  profu- 
sion that  the  noble's  cheek  burned  with  shame, 
the  soldiers  then  withdrew.  And  their  voices, 
extolling  the  magnificence  and  princely  mien 
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of  their  Captain,  resounded  far  and  wide 
through  the  still  air.  How  different  to  the 
silence  and  the  anxious  expectation  of  their 
coming  1  And  their  words  went  up  to  the  sky, 
the  most  grateful  offering  to  heaven  which 
man,  in  his  relation  with  man,  can  make, 
for  it  was  the  offering  of  gratitude. 

This  Memphite  Palace  of  Psammetichus  was 
one  of  regal  magnificence,  excepting  those 
chambers  which  were  appropriated  to  his  daily 
and  particular  use.  The  gateway,  of  itself  a 
spacious  building  both  graceful  and  elegant, 
was  a  kind  of  minor  and  lighter  imitation  of 
the  pyla  of  the  Temples  ;  and  the  lotus-bud 
and  leaf  capitals,  and  round,  fluted  shafts, 
gave  it  a  peculiar  beauty.  Here,  the  masters 
of  Egyptian  houses  were  accustomed  to  sit, 
in  those  idle  hours  of  the  day  when  the 
sun  was  high,  that  they  might  receive  their 
visiters  with  the  usual  hospitalities  of  re- 
freshing truits,  cool,  sweet  wines,  the  prized 
bowl  of  clear  water  for  those  ablutions  so  ne- 
cessary in  the  Land  of  the  Tree,  the  delicious 
luxury  of  the  palm-leaf  fan,  and  the  elegance 
of  the  scented  necklace  and  dewy  chaplet  of 
lotus  flowers.  But  Psammetichus,  to  whom 
the  meridian  heat  brought  no  idle  hour,  sel- 
G  3 
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dom  or  never  made  use  of  this  gateway,  for 
his  own  purposes  of  repose  ;  but  keeping  the 
stands  and  trays  constantly  supplied,  let  his 
door-way  be  a  free  resting-place  for  the  very 
meanest  of  the  weary  travellers  who  flocked  in 
such  multitudes  to  the  Grand  Merchant-city  of 
Egypt. 

This  porch  opened  into  a  large  square  court, 
in    the    centre     of   which    stood  a   tank    or 
miniature  lake  of    pure    water.     Round   the 
court,  which  was  covered  with  an  awning  dur- 
ing the  heat  of  the  day,  was  an  avenue  of  palm 
and  dom  trees,  interspersed  with  the  acacia  and 
persea;  and  on  the  outside  of  the  wall,  which 
was  part  of  the  Street  of  Arms,  grew  a  similar 
row.     These  were  protected  from  injury  by  a 
low  wall  pierced  with  holes  at  proper  intervals, 
for  the  purpose  of  admitting  a  free  current  of 
air  to  the  roots  and  stems.  It  was  in  this  court 
that  Psammetichus  had  just  received   his  men  ; 
but  so  numerous  were  the  different  battalions, 
and  so  closely  filled  was  each  rank,  that  it  could 
not  contain  the  whole  ;  and  many  were  obliged 
to  wait  patiently  in,  and  round,  the  gateway, 
until  their  turn  should  come.     Ranged  round, 
and  opening  into  the  court,  were  the  various 
chambers  of  the  dwelling-house  ;  the  principal 
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of  which  was  the  audience  chamber  that  had 
served  the  purposes  of  an  arsenal.  This  was 
so  wide  and  long,  that  the  eye  could  not 
clearly  discern  any  object  at  the  farther  end ; 
and  so  lofty,  that  the  titanic  figures  on  the 
painted  ceilings  dwindled  into  minute,  pigmy 
forms.  It  was  filled  throughout  with  double 
rows  of  columns,  whose  painted  capitals,  of 
brilliant  hues  lent  a  faery-like  grace  to,  and 
relieved  the  grandeur  of,  an  assemblage  which 
else  had  been  oppressive  from  its  gigantic  magni- 
ficence. The  ceiling,  with  its  involved  scroll- 
works of  blues,  and  gorgeous  purples,  and 
scarlets,  was  a  continuation  of  the  coloured 
capitals ;  and  the  whole  appeared  as  an  imita- 
tion of  that  fond  Indian  tree,  whose  young 
branches  ever  bend  down  to  the  dear  mother's 
bosom  for  the  pillars  at  once  descended  from,  and 
upheld,  that  splendid  enroofed  canopy.  The 
furniture  was  costly,  and  consisted  either  of  rare 
woods  highly  carved,  or  of  native  woods  over- 
laid with  gold. 

To  private  dwelling-place  was  in  a  style  to- 
tally different  from  this.  A  long  narrow  row  of 
double  columns  Jed  from  the  opposite  door  of 
the  audience  chamber,  to  a  plain,  simply  fur- 
nished room.  The  roofing  was  unornamented  ; 
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the  floor  of  clay  ;  the  walls  unadorned  with 
carving  or  representation  ;  the  square  pillars  of 
the  door-way  massive  blocks,  with  a  sim- 
ple capital  of  one  tabular  plinth.  No  graceful 
foliage,  no  sharply  cut  grooving,  no  ribband- 
like  fluting  was  there  ;  no  gilding,  no  gem-like 
ebony ;  but  two  rough  hewn  pillars,  supporting 
a  plain  door  of  native  sycamore  wood,  was  the 
entrance  into  the  dwelling  room  of  the  first 
Egyptian  Noble. 

The  furniture  simply  consisted  of  some  plain 
stone  stools,  without  support  for  back  or  arms, 
and  divested  of  all  covering,  drapery,  or  pil- 
lows ;  and  one  hard  and  narrow  couch,  which, 
covered  with  a  scanty  quilt  of  coarse  linen— a 
wooden  head-pillow,  and  a  stand  for  the  bronze 
lamp  near  it— was  intended  to  serve  only  as  a  night 
bed,  and  not  as  a  place  of  luxurious  repose  dur- 
ing the  day.  This  garniture,  so  plain  and  sim- 
ple, seemed  more  fitted  for  the  soldier's  rude 
tent,  than  for  the  noble's  princely  palace;  and 
yet  that  chamber,  in  all  its  rough  simplicity 
and  uninviting  harshness,  contained  articles  of 
greater  price  than  if  every  inch  of  common 
timber  had  been  been  of  gold,  and  every  nail 
had  been  a  gem. 

On  rough,    unpolished,  stone  tables,  stood 
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vases,  and  cup»,  and  bottles,  from  the  potteries 
of  the  Celestial  Country,  and  small  boxes   of 
tin,  enclosed  in  larger  ones  of  wood,  filled  with 
minute  green  leaves,  which,  when  infused  in 
heated  water,  gave  a  beverage  bitter  and  dis- 
agreeable to  the  taste,  but   highly    esteemed 
among  the  physicians  for  its  medicinal  qualities- 
The  porcelain  cups  and  the  wooden  boxes  were 
alike  covered  with  strange  pictures,  painted  in 
the  most  brilliant  colours,  and  with  a  flowing 
gracefulness  in  the  outlines,  and  an  elegance  in 
the  attitudes,  that  showed  to   still  greater  ad- 
vantage when  contrasted  with  the  stiffness  of 
Egyptian    representations.        The    alphabetic 
Characters  on  each  were   the   same  as    those 
stamped  on  the  gold,  which  the  Stranger  had 
offered  to  the  guardian  of  the  Three  Dancing 
Girls.     Ores  from  the  mines  of  the  Pure  Land, 
as  well  as  from  those  of  other  countries,  were 
placed  on  various  tables  ;    each  piece  ranged 
with  others  of  the  same  class  and  kind.     There 
were  specimens   of  tin,  and  ^lead,  and  a   soft 
metal  that  marked    with  black    whatever   it 
touched,  from  the  distant  Isles  of  Thule.  And 
amongst  these  were  larger  pieces  of  another 
black   material,   hardly]  to    be    called    metal, 
though  tit  shone,  and  rivalled  the  brilliancy  of 
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jet  in  its  lustre  and  depth  of  hue.  But  it  was 
too  friable  for  stone.  And  once,  a  portion  hav- 
ing by  accident  fallen  into  the  flame,  it  burnt 
with  an  intense  glow  and  heat,  and  crumbled 
away  to  a  white  fragile  mass  —  retain- 
ing almost  the  same  shape  as  before,  but  pale 
and  cellular,  and  a  mere  dead  body  whose  life 
had  been  extracted  by  the  devouring  flame. 

Yellow,  semi-transparent  gems  only  par- 
tially polished,  which  had  been  brought  from 
the  rude  shores  where  dwelt  the  fierce  Scy- 
thian tribes,  and  which  were  held  in  high  re- 
pute as  means  of  curing  diseases,  and  as  amulets 
to  protect  from  harm,  were  mingled  with  the 
ores.  They  were  reported  to  be  the  congealed 
tears  of  a  sea-bird,  perpetually  weeping 
its  solitude.  And  that  they  had  once 
been  liquid,  was  proved  by  flies  and  other 
small  insects  being  entombed  in  their  golden 
cells.  They  shone  in  the  dark  with  a  phos- 
phorescent light,  and  had  the  power  of  at- 
tracting to  themselves  all  bodies  lighter 
weight.  The  wise  men  of  Egypt  said  that 
they  were  animated,  sentient  beings.  There 
were  other  stones  which  had  various  miracul- 
ous properties.  The  androdamas  from  the 
bosom  of  the  Bed  Sea,  glistening  and  white  as 
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silver,  which  could,  by  its  magic  touch,  calm 
the  fiercest  anger  ;  the  aurophylax,  whose 
trumpet  tones  and  radiant  glory  dismay  the 
bold  robber  ;  the  self-generating  diamond, 
gem  of  peace;  the  ivory-like  chernites,  into 
whose  pure  presence  the  foulness  of  decay  could 
not  enter;  the  ruby,  whose  varying  hue  pre- 
saged the  coming  misfortune  ;  the  asterites 
with  its  imprisoned  star  ;  the  carbuncle,  male 
and  female,  this  self-centered,  that  attracting  ; 
— the  burning  lychinites,  and  the  Indian  magi's 
gem,  the  mystic  zoronysias,  were  amongst  the 
treasures  which  Psammetichus  had  gathered 
together  in  his  chamber. 

A  plain  black  stone  from  which  was  sus- 
pended, by  its  sole  wonderful  power 
of  attraction,  a  large  piece  of  iron ;  and 
a  small  case  painted  over  with  the  same  foreign 
characters  as  those  on  the  pottery,  containing 
the  self-balancing  and  star-pointing  guide  of 
the  mariner,  were  placed  side  by  side  with  a 
long  tube  of  peculiar  shape,  which  had 
the  strange  property  of  making  distant  objects 
and  near  visible.  This  was  a  rare  instrument 
without  the  walls  of  the  ^Edes ;  but  there,  it  was 
often  resorted  to  by  the  priests,  in  aid  of  their 
pretensions  to  divine  resources. 
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Small  birds  with  long  glorious  plumage 
sweeping  far  on  the  ground,  and  butterflies, 
moths,  and  insects,  dazzling  with  the  brilliancy 
of  their  tints,  were  embalmed  in  boxes  made  of 
that  transparent  stone,  which,  when  peeled  off 
in  thin  laminre,  admitted  the  light  as  unob- 
structedly  as  glass.  The  demon-dispersing 
coral — red,  purple,  black,  green,  yellow,  and 
white  —  shaped  like  the  boughs  of  a  tree, 
or  feathery  like  a  bird's  wing,  and  pure  as 
the  milk  of  the  young  goat,  were  mingled  with 
shells  of  every  elegant  shape  and  varied  hue  in 
nature.  The  coral  stones  had  been  brought  from 
the  Indian  seas  and  the  burning  coasts  of  Libya, 
and  from  the  verdant  shores  of  the  beautiful 
Isles  ot  the  Blessed,  and  were  charms  and  amu- 
lets against  various  evils. 

In  the  gardens  which  lay  round  the  palace, 
plants,  which  had  never  been  born  under  the 
fierce  sun  of  Egypt,  feebly  struggled  out  an 
emaciated  existence  in  stands,  to  which  as 
much  artificial  coolness  had  been  given  as 
was  possible,  as  they  stood  in  their  shaded  beds 
by  the  edge  of  the  lotus-covered  tanks  and 
ponds.  There  might  be  seen  roots  of  that 
pale  delicate  bell  which  waves  to  the  northern 
mountain  breeze;  a  small  blue  flower — a 
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gentle,  timid  thing,  with  its  fragile  stalk,  like  a 
slender  thread,  bending  to  each  passing  breath, 
and  its  drooping  head  pensively  bowed,  as  it' 
languishing  for  its  dear  native  home  under 
this  strange  and  ardent  sky.  And  by  the 
side  of  this  flower  was  a  inoss  covered  with 
peeping  lilac  buds,  that  looked  out  like  baby 
eyes  from  every  little  fibre,  as  they  laughed 
in  the  sunlight. 

Tall,  graceful  plants,  covered  from  the  root 
to  the  tip  with  spotted,  dark-purple,  bell- 
shaped  flowers  in  graduated  sizes — and  climb- 
ing shrubs,  bearing  a  pink  and  white  odorous 
flower,  trumpet-formed,  to  which  the  bees 
clustered  in  as  great  numbers  as  they  did  to 
the  Indian  sephaiica—  the  camalata  with  its 
three  buds  of  celestial  rosy  red,  and  the  cham- 
pac,  both  from  the  Gangetic  shores,  with  many 
other  exotic  plants  and  shrubs  and  trees 
sweetened  the  air,  as  it  flowed  through  the  open 
windows  into  the  Noble's  chamber.  But 
some,  brought  from  colder  skies,  were  slowly 
dying  under  the  influence  of  the  unusual  heat ; 
while  others  flourished  as  they  did  in  their 
native  clime ;  such  as  the  Sacred  Bean  of 
India ;  and  some  small  trees  that  bore  a  large 
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golden  fruit,  which,  when  opened,  was  found 
to  be  sweet  and  luscious. 

The  manufactures,  as  the  productions,  of 
various  nations — the  costly  brocade  of  the  pale 
children  of  the  Flowery  Land,  and  their  glis- 
tening silks ;  the  dyed  wool  of  princely  Tyre  ; 
the  muslins  of  India;  the  dresses  of  grey 
and  brown  furs,  worn  by  the  strange  in- 
habitants of  the  North— the  rarest  flowers 
from  Babylon,  the  City  of  Gardens — and  the 
tapestry  of  her  looms ;  the  gems  of  Arabia, 
her  perfumes  and  her  gums — were  all  brought 
together  in  this  chamber  of  the  Practical 
Philosopher,  as  so  many  themes  for  fruitful 
thought,  and  so  many  incentives  to  originate  a 
mere  extended  commerce. 

It  was  Psammetichus  who  first  transplanted 
to  the  majestic  arts  of  his  country,  the  graceful 
elegance  of  the  worshippers  of  Beauty, — the 
Hellenic  sons  of  the  Day  God, — the  lovers  of 
the  sea-born  Goddess  of  Love.  It  was  Psam- 
metichus who  first  inspired  the  Egyptian 
artist  with  the  fire  of  that  free,  unshackled 
genius  which  glows— breathes — lives — feels 
— in  the  immortal  creations  of  that  immor- 
tal land,  the  beautiful,  the  glorious!  And 
this  love  of  Beauty,  and  desire  to  improve  the 
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fettered  state  of  commerce  and  of  art,  was 
one  point  of  agreement,  though  mutually  un- 
known, between  the  warrior-noble  of  Sals  and 
Amasis,  High  Priest  of  the  Theban  Amun. 
Amasis,  whose  whole  soul  was  steeped  with  the 
love  of  the  Beautiful,... whose  thoughts  were 
glorious  visions,... whose  ideas  were  god- like 
revelations,... whose  heart,  had  loveliness  been 
the  only  good,  would  have  been  the  very 
shrine  of  virtue,... but  who,  mistaking  the 
Beauty  of  Form  for  that  truer  Beauty  of  the 
Spirit,  wrecked  on  this  fatal  rock  his  happiness 
and  his  virtue  at  once ;... Amasis,  born  to  be 
a  demi-god,  but  faithless  to  his  nature,... lost 
and  sunk  to  the  state  of  a  ruined,  yet  still 
radiant,  Angel  of  Sin  1 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


THE  MASTER-SPIRIT  OF  THE  COUNCIL  HALL. 
THE  PROUD  HEART'S  WEAKNESS.  THE  PROUD 
HEART'S  LOVE.  AREIA. 


AFTER  Sethos  had  left  the  assembly,  some  of 
the  more  violent  of  its  members  proposed  that 
most  solemn  oath  which  could  bind  the  Egyp- 
tian conscience  ;  "  By  the  bones  of  Osiris  buried 
at  Philse,"  firmly  to  withstand  each  temptation ; 
and,  by  a  stern  and  practical  lesson  teaching 
the  Priest-king  the  folly  of  his  late  deeds,  hum- 
ble him  to  the  confession  of  wrong,  and  repara- 
tion of  his  fault.  Had  Amasis  at  that  moment 
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appeared  among  these  Memphite  nobles,  with 
his  lofty  promises,  biting  satire,  and  bril- 
liant prospects,  alluring  and  exciting  them  to 
join  the  Assyrian,  assuredly  there  was  not  one 
of  all  those  Egyptian  hearts  that  would  have 
refused !  But  in  place  of  Amasis,  they  had  for 
their  master-spirit,  the  brave  and  virtuous 
Psammetichus  ;  and  he,  rising  at  the  conclusion 
of  the  angry  orator's  vehement  address,  spoke 
to  them  calmly  of  their  sin  in  thus  deserting 
their  country,  together  with  their  king. 

"  And  though  we  do  not  companion  with  the 
Royal  Troops,"  he  said  in  conclusion,  "  though 
we  will  not  so  far  dishonor  our  Order,  yet  we 
will  unite  with  the  brave  Ethiop  King,  and 
fight  for  our  country  and  our  altar,  though 
not  for  the  maintenance  of  the  Unjust  Law." 

Some  few  of  the  assembly  applauded  his 
speech, — the  mass  were  silent;  but  one  noble 
sternly  refused  to  listen  further  "  to  words  whose 
every  tone  was  cowardice,"  and  reiterating 
the  dread  oath,  added  to  it  another  clause: 
"Neither  to  make  war  with  Sethos,  nor  against 
the  Assyrian."  But  only  the  more  passionate 
took  this  second  pledge.  Blinded  as  they  were 
by  resentment,  those  fearful  words  had  yet 
the  power  to  startle! 
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*'  Shame  on  ye,  Lords !"  cried  Psammetichus, 
as  the  vow  burst  from  the  noble's  quivering 
lips,  and  echoed  through  the  Assembly  Hall. 
*f  Where  has  your  manhood  slept  itself  to  death  ? 
Shame  on  ye !  Are  ye  nobles  of  Egyptian 
birth, — or  are  ye  transmigrated  souls  of  the 
panther  and  the  wolf?  This  is  the  language 
of  the  desert,  not  of  the  home  of  man !" 

"And  shame  on  thee,  Psammetichus !"  re- 
the  noble  passionately,  "  Who  art  thou  that 
dares  dictate  in  the  Council  Hall  ?  The  Plumed 
Fan  does  not  now  overshadow  thee,  to  sanction 
thine  interference  !  Thou  meetest  us  here  as 
our  equal :  —why  darest  thou,  then,  take  up 
the  tone  of  the  master  ?" 

"  Let  Psammetichus  join  the  swineherd  army 
of  Sethos,"  said  another  noble.  "  But  let 
him  not  attempt  to  marshal  us  into  the  ranks ! 
We  are  true  nobles  and  soldiers — not  plebeians, 
that  we  should  herd  with  the  rabble  !" 

"  I  honor  your  resolve  not  to  take  up  arms 
in  concert  with  the  unordered  troops  of  the 
King;"  said  Psammetichus  with  calmness; 
*'  and  ye  do  well  in  not  making  fellows  and 
companions  of  those,  by  courtesy  styled  his 
army !  For  this  I  honor  ye." 

"  Indeed!"  sneered  the  last  speaker-  "  Thou 
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dost  honor  us  ?  Thou  dost  honor _?"  he  added 
with  an  emphatic  accent. 

"Yea  /  honor!"  replied  Psammetichus 
colouring  in  spite  of  his  determination  to  be 
unmoved.  "  But  I  would  hack  my  limbs 
inch  by  inch  from  off  my  body,  rather  than 
take  that  oath  against  our  birthland.  Aye, 
rage  as  ye  list !"  he  continued,  warming  with 
his  subject,  and  proudly  waving  his  hand,  as 
if  to  keep  off  the  torrent  of  indignation  which 
burst  forth  from  every  angry  lip.  "  I  tell  ye 
plainly, — face  to  face, — that  I,  Psammetichus, 
will  oppose  and  prevail  1  Think  ye  that  our  be- 
loved land  nourishes  only  traitors  in  her 
bosom  ?  Nay,  by  the  Gods,  but  the  country 
of  Osiris  hath  better  seed  than  this !  Every 
fruit  tree  is  not  barren,  and  every  herb  is  not  a 
poison  weed !  Ye,  Lords,  may  be  like  the  fruits 
which  grow  by  the  shores  of  the  bitter  Lake, 
— nought  but  poisonous  ashes  within !  But 
think  not  that  the  Garden  of  Khem  hath  no 
better  trees, — no  truer  fruits  !" 

"  Thou  art  courteous,  brave  Lord  1"  said  an 
elderly  noble  quietly,  moving  his  long  stick 
upon  the  stone  floor  as  if  in  idleness. 

"  Ye  know  me  best  as  your  opposer  !"  re- 
turned Psammetichus  haughtily. 
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"  And  thy  means  of  opposition  ?"  asked 
another  of  the  assembly  coldly.  "  Thy  voice 
is  loud,  and  thy  words  are  high  and  swelling  ; 
for  pity's  sake  tell  us  what  mighty  deeds 
are  to  be  the  substance  of  these  mighty 
words !" 

"  I  am  not  one  to  boast !"  said  Psammeti- 
chus  with  a  constrained  air.  l<  Never  are  my 
words  unsupported  by  my  deeds  !" 

"  And  wouldst  thou  that  we  should  trust 
to  empty  sound,  and  lifeless  professions  ?"  re- 
plied the  other.  "  The  nobles  of  Egypt  are 
not  so  like  to  the  foolish  bird,  that  deems  the 
voice  of  its  false  brother  calling  from  the  lotus- 
prow,  the  voice  of  a  kind  friend  bidding  him 
to  his  good  fortune  !" 

*'  I  will  meet  Tirhakah,"  said  Psammeti- 
chus  hurriedly.  "  I  and  my  men,  will  march 
with  him  against  the  Assyrian  wolf — aye,  and 
defeat — aye,  and  slay  !  And  then,  when 
knowing  that  but  for  such  timely  aid,  he  had 
lost  country,  throne,  and  life,  we  will  force  the 
monarch  to  restore  us  our  lands  and  our  pri- 
vileges, and  win  honorably  by  the  bow  and 
the  spear  what  we  would  not  obtain  by  sub- 
mission !  What  say  ye,  sirs  ?  Doth  not  this 
seem  well  ?  Doth  it  not  seem  better  than  the 
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fool's  self- slaughter  because  an  enemy  hath 
pricked  him  ?  Think,  too,  how  many  we 
should  include  in  our  funeral  array  !  It  is  not 
only  ourselves,  but  our  children  that  we  would 
slay.  It  is  not  only  our  own  homes,  but  the 
chambers  of  the  Sekos  that  we  would  pollute ! 
And  would  ye  call  this  right  and  good  ?  Would 
ye  name  revenge  and  folly,  virtues  ?" 

A  sullen  silence  reigned. 

"  Ye  are  silent,  my  Lords  !"  continued 
Psammetichus.  "  My  words  seem  words  of 
foolishness,  and  my  blood  white  with  cow- 
ardice ?  But  trust  me,  there  often  lies  a  truer 
courage  in  the  subjugation  of  passion,  than  in 
the  bravest  conflict  man  ever  fought  !" 

"  Thou  art  right  to  attempt  this  excuse," 
said  one  of  the  nobles.  "  Thou  art  sharp- 
witted,  and  may  perchance  prove  to  us  that 
cowardice  is  bravery,  and  slavery,  manliness. 
But  it  needs  a  subtle  tongue,  Psammeti- 
chus !" 

u  I  dare  the  contempt  of  my  order,"  con- 
tinued Psammetichus  warmly.  "  1  dare  the 
loss  of  that  affection  which  has  made  the  camp, 
the  dear  home  of  Psammetichus,  rather  than 
participate  in  an  evil  which  will  bring  eternal 
shame  on  those  who  madly  follow  its  course— 
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which  will  heap  eternal  condemnation  on  those 
who  madly  listen  to  its  counsels  !  As  ye  list, 
sirs  P  he  added  impetuously.  "  Leave  your 
land  to  the  soldiers  of  Sennacherib — leave 
your  wives  and  daughters  as  the  richest  trea- 
sures to  be  found  in  the  sack  of  the  Royal 
Memphis,  and  the  conquest  of  the  Eternal  City 
of  Amun— do  all  this,  for  the  one  pleasure  of 
revenge  !  Why  care  for  the  guilt  ? — have  ye 
not  the  luxury  of  sin  ?  Why  care  for  the 
shrieks  of  Egypt's  daughters  as  they  feebly 
struggle  against  the  might  of  the  Assyrian  ? 
Have  ye  not  quenched  your  thirst  for  blood  ? 
Aye  !  and  in  the  blood  of  your  dearest  P 

As  Psammetichus  spoke,  before  many  in 
that  Assembly  Hall  rose  the  painful  vision  of 
of  all  they  loved  and  prized  and  hallowed 
thus  in  the  grasp  of  desecration  and  ruin. 
And  many  a  woman's  soft  name  escaped 
involuntarily  from  those  pale  and  quivering 
lips. 

'*  I  take  my  leave  of  ye !"  said  the  noble 
after  a  short  pause,  "  but  I  take  my  leave  as 
your  foe  !  I  go  to  action — let  the  sluggard 
prefer  his  sloth.  I  go  to  the  defence  of  my 
country's  altar — let  the  traitor  invite  the  As- 
syrian to  its  hallowed  fane  !  Woe  to  the 
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soldier  who  forsakes  his  standard,  and  tar- 
nishes his  ring  !"  And  he  strode  indignantly 
from  the  Council  chamber. 

"  I  will  be  no  sluggard  I"  cried  one,  clank- 
ing his  epear  against  the  stone  floor,  and 
making  it  ring  as  with  new-born  martial 
spirit. 

*'  Nor  I !"  shouted  another. 
"  I  will  join  my  troops  with  those  of  Psam- 
metichus,"  said  a  third,  slowly  and  majestically 
rising,  without  a  feature  of  his  dusky  coun- 
tenance changing  from  its  statue-like  compo- 
sure. He  was  a  true  Egyptian — one  who 
substituted  custom  and  constraint  for  nature 
and  freedom,  and  dared  to  name  his  work  the 
master-piece ! 

"  And  if  the  troops  of  Psammetichus  con- 
sent to  follow  him,  then  shall  mine  also," 
added  a  fourth. 

"  We  will  be  guided  by  events  I"  said  the 
third  noble  calmly.  "  If  Psammetichus  join 
with  Tirhakah,  we  will  reinforce  him  ;  but  if 
his  men  rebel,  we  will  be  passive.  Thus  let 
it  be." 

"  Dost  thou  follow  ?"  repeated  others.  "  Then 
may  we  1  At  the  least  we  have  brave  ex- 
emplars!" 
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And  actuated  by  the  contagion  of  example, 
all  who  had  not  bound  themselves  by  the  se- 
cond Dread  Oath,  agreed  to  march  with  Psain- 
metichus  towards  Pelusiurn. 

How  brightly  once  shone  life  for  Psamme- 
tichus  and  the  royal  Nitocris !  how  green  its 
sunny  meadows  !  —  how  sweet  its  waving 
flowers  .'  From  every  brake  and  bush  sung  a 
thousand  angel  voices — from  every  stone  and 
weed  looked  out  a  thousand  living  eyes  ;  and 
creation  seemed  but  one  large  casket  of  love 
and  beauty.  The  sun  ever  shone — but  soft 
and  mild  ;  not  with  the  fierce  passionatenesa 
of  the  noon  day's  heat — withering  the  young 
earth  while  he  woes ;  the  tempest  had  become 
a  gentle  gale— the  deadly  simoom  a  zephyr's 
breath  ;  beauty,  life,  love,  and  loveliness — these 
made  up  the  whole.  What  sorrow  could  ever 
darken  their  way  ?  What  tears  could  they 
ever  shed  ?  Was  not  all  their  path  of  life  one 
long  road,  carpetted  with  bud  and  blossom, 
o'ercanopied  with  perfumed  trees  jt  What 
could  they  ever  know  of  misery  ?  Ah  yes  !  it 
was  a  happy  time  !  Life  gives  this  dream 
only  once  in  man's  existence.  Well  to  ye 
who  can  seize  and  encage  it  ! — well  to  ye,  from 
whom  it  does  not  fleet  swifter  than  the  morn- 
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ing's  mist,  and  leave  to  ye  nought  but  cold, 
grey  desolation !     But  once  can  the  rose-bud 
open  —  but  once  the  flower  of  love.     When  the 
dream    which    wavers    forth    from    its    sweet 
petals  has  faded,  then,  mortals,  ye  open  your 
eyes  to  REALITY— and  behold  a  spectre !  Whilst 
ye  can  veil  this  reality  in  the  magic  veil  of 
youth's  romance,  like  a  glorious  angel  does  it 
glide  before  ye,  making  radiant  all  which  its 
flashing    beams    encompass.      Strip  it  of  the 
veil  ;  and  ye  see  that  same  thing  which-  the 
Egyptians   saw,  when,  in   the  banquet-room, 
they  unrobed  the  Silent  Guest,  and  took  off 
his  flowery  crown,  and  beheld  the  End  of  Man. 
And   ye   also   behold   the    reality  of  life    in 
the  phantom  of  disappointment  and  despair  ! 
Hush  !    tre;id    softly  !      Veil    the   crumbling 
bone's  !    Hide  the  hollow  skull !    Live  in  joy — 
live  in  madness — do  aught  that  may  make  ye 
forget  the  hidden  skeleton  !     See  only  the  gay 
robe  and  the   flowery  crown— but  mark   not 
that  the  one  is  tarnished,  and  the  other  false, 
und  that  both  enwrap  thy  doom !     For  what 
has  man  to  do  with  reality  ?     Hush  ! 

And  starting  from  their  dream  of  cloudless 
bliss,    Psammetichus  and    Nitocris  had  wak- 
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ened  but  to  weep — to  weep  that  they  could  not 
dream  on  thus  for  ever. 

The  voice  of  honor  had  trumpeted  forth  to 
him: 

"  Sacrifice  thyself  for  thy  brethren.  Bind 
not  thy  soul  to  thy  fellows'  oppressor.  For- 
sake not  thy  order."  The  voice  of  duty  had 
whispered  to  her  ;  "  Cling  to  thy  father.  De- 
sert not  thy  priest.  What  is  man's  young, 
fickle  love  compared  to  thy  father's  faith- 
ful blessing  and  the  approbation  of  thine 
own  heart  ?  Sacrifice  passion  to  duty."  And 
each  had  obeyed  the  words  thus  spoken. 

Nitocris  returned  home  from  the  Investiture 
of  Osorchon  so  deadly  pale,'that  the  affectionate 
heart  of  Taia  was  filled  with  alarm. 

"  Thou  art  sick,  sweet  Lady  ?' '  she  said 
fondly,  taking  the  hand  of  the  princess  in  her 
own,  and  chafing  the  cold,  long  fingers. 

"  Sick  ?"  repeated  Nitocris,  with  a  wandering 
smile.  u  Nay,  but  I  am  cold  and  very 
weary,  Taia,  and  my  heart  aches.  Cannot  I 
rest  ?  Shall  I  never  rest  more  ?" 

The  tire-woman  flung  her  arms  about  Nito- 
cris. 

"Dearest  Lady,"  she  exclaimed.  "  It  breaks 
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my  heart  to  see  thee  thus !  Look  up,  dear 
mistress  I  Look  up  as  thou  art  wont — cold, 
proud,  angry,  aught  but  thus !  Nay,  smile 
not  so  sadly,  nor  gaze  on  me  with  thy  dark 
eyes  so  patient  in  thy  sorrow  !  Thou  dost 
gaze,  as  though  thou  knewest  not  on  what  thy 
sweet  eyes  rested !  Nitocris  !  Dearest — love- 
liest mistress,  dost  thou  not  know  me  ?  Why 
dost  thou  look  thus  ?  It  is  Taia,  thine  own 
faithful  Taia,  that  is  beside  thee.  Wilt  thou 
not  speak  to  her  ?" 

"  Ah  yes!"  repeated  Nitocris,  wearily.  Then 
seating  herself,  she  drew  a  deep,  long  sigh,  and 
laid  her  head  upon  her  hands  cowering  within 
herself,  and  shivering  strongly.  "  Cold  and 
weary  I  Cold  and  weary  !"  she  murmured.  "  I 
wish  to  die  and  be  at  rest.  Ah  me  !  why  can 
I  not  die !" 

Taia  did  not  speak,  but  pushing  away  the 
hair  from  the  pale  tbrow  of  the  maiden, 
gently  waved  over  it  a  fresh  lotus -flower. 
Aroused  by  all  these  soft  endearing  attentions, 
Nitocris  opened  her  eyes,  and  fixed  them  upon 
Taia,  with  a  wild  stare,  which  gradually 
relaxed  into  a  softened  look  of  sorrow  ;  and 
leaning  her  face  upon  the  shoulder  of  her 
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faithful  tire-woman,  Nitocris  burst  into  a'passion- 
ate  flood  of  tears.  With  her,  as  with  all  proud  and 
self-contained  natures,  the  barrier  of  restraint 
once  thrown  down,  the  tide  of  passion  was  un- 
bounded. Her  love  was  stronger  than  that  of 
many  women  of  even  more  ardent  natures; 
her  tears,  when  they  did  flow — bitter  as  the 
tears  of  a  strong  man — and  her  power  of  control, 
now  that  once  the  flood  had  broken  loose,  less 
than  that  of  a  mere  infant.  And  she,  who  was 
wont  to  be  so  calm,  so  self-possessed,  so  proudly 
indifferent,  so  sternly  immoveable,  whose  eye 
none  ever  saw  overflow  with  tears,  whose  lip 
none  ever  heard  pour  forth  its  lamentations, 
whose  soul  deemed  exposure  disgrace,  and 
nature  dishonor,  now  wept  and  sobbed  in  her 
humble  hand-maid's  arms  like  a  very  child 
forbid. 

It  was  a  bitter  thing  to  see  the  haughty  heart 
thus  sadly  humbled  !  A  woman's  soul,  a  man's 
mind ;  a  woman's  affections,  a  man's  strong 
thoughts  ;  such  was  her  nature.  A  worshipper 
of  beauty,  and  harmony,  and  dignity,  she 
shrunk  from  the  deformity  and  discord  of  passion ; 
shrunk  from  the  humbling  littleness  of  unre- 
strained feeling — from  the  pity,  which  grief — 
publicly  manifested,  always  brings — the  pity 
«nd  its  contempt ! 
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"  The  storm  at  length  is  passing,"  thought 
Taia,  as,  after  some  time  thus  spent,  the  strained 
grasp  of  the  Princess  grew  relaxed,  and  her 
tears  flowed  with  more  calmness,  while  her 
sobs  subsided  into  deep  sighs.  And  wearied 
out  with  the  continued  excitement  of  that 
painful  day,  Nitocris  gradually  and  gently  sunk 
to  sleep.  But  even  then,  large  tears  continually 
coursed  each  other  down  her  pale  cheeks ;  and 
her  beautiful  lips  quivered. 

Sweet  sleep !  A  true  friend  to  the  afflicted 
art  thou ;  with  thy  golden  pinions  waving  over 
their  hot  and  heavy  eyes,  bringing  bright 
visions  around  their  tearful  pillows — soothing 
to  rest  their  pains,  lulling  to  forgetfulness  their 
sorrows.  Oh  !  who  can  we  love  so  well  as  thee ! 
till  thy  dearer  brother  death  appear ! 

And  Nitocris  slept ;  pale,  beautiful,  motion- 
less as  a  statue.  And  but  for  those  melancholy 
signs  of  life,  those  large  bright  tears,  none 
might  know  but  that  her  spirit  had  fled  to 
those  pure  regions  from  whence  it  came. 
Like  the  flash  of  a  radiant  meteor,  which  has 
brightened  and  has  passed. 

As  she  thus  Jay,  her  father  entered  the 
chamber,  and  bent  over  the  form  of  his  beautiful 
child,  as  she  slept  there  so  still  and  pale.  The 
H  3 


148  AZETH  : 

tears  had  wetted  her  long  silky  hair,  and  the 
braids  clung  close  to  her  cheek. 

"  Has  she  been  long  thus  ?"  whispered  the 
King  softly. 

"  Since  she  came  from  the  Ceremony,  Holy 
Lord,"  replied  Taia,  and  crossing  her  small 
rosy  hands  over  her  bosom.  **  This  sudden 
grief  attacked  her,  as  it  had  been  a  pestilence, 
and  seemed  to  warp  her  very  life  as  it  bowed 
her  frame." 

"  Ah  !"  sighed  Sethos  mournfully,  shading 
his  forehead  with  his  hand.  "  Poor  maid ! 
thine  hour  of  trial  hath  come  quickly  I  Poor 
Kitocris  1  thy  day-star  hath  soon  sunk  beneath 
the  clouds  of  night.  Thy  flower  of  happiness 
has  faded,  ere  its  leaves  had  burst  from  their 
childhood's  green  cradle ;  thy  young  bird  of  joy 
hath  died,  ere  it  had  plumed  its  wings  beneath 
the  sun.  But  such  is  the  will  of  the  Graci- 
ous Gods,  and  nought  is  left  for  men  but  to 
yield  and  to  suffer  in  resignation.  I  may  not 
complain,  though  the  burden  which  they  have 
laid  on  her  tender  soul  be  heavy;  for  their 
measurement  is  just,  and  the  price  of  their 
love  cannot  be  too  high  I  I  may  not  com- 
plain ;  I  may  not  even  mourn.  Sorrow  at  the 
ways  of  the  Dwellers  in  the  starry  regions  of 
Tpe,  is  impiety. ' 
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And  yet,  while  these  thoughts  passed 
through  the  mind  of  the  king,  his  cheek  had 
blanched  to  as  pale  a  hue  as  his  child's. 

"  Dread  Deities  !"  he  said  aloud.  "  Be  ye 
merciful  to  my  child !  Lo  I  she  is  weak  and 
fragile !  Gods  !  lay  not  too  heavy  a  sorrow 
upon  her.  She  is  young — sadden  not  her  heart 
too  bitterly !  Give  her  the  father' s  blessing, 
girl,"  he  continued,  turning  to  Tain.  "  We  , 
will  not  awake  her  for  the  sorrowful  parting. 
This  sleep  will  refresh,  and  restore  her.  Tell 
her  that  I  gave  her  my  farewell,  thus  ;'*  kiss- 
ing her  cold  lips.  "  Tell  her  that  I  left  her 
my  blessing  as  her  father,  and  my  blessing  as 
her  priest.  And  may  the  Gods  guard  thee, 
too,  thou  foolish  one  !  and  make  thy  heart  more 
serious,  and  turn  thee  from  thy  frivolity  to 
the  earnestness  of  an  Egyptian  woman.  Ni- 
tocris,  sweet  child !  may  Isis  our  Good  Mother, 
watch  over  thee  ;  and  shield  thee  in  her  guar- 
dian wings  as  she  overshadows  her  consort- 
brother  Osiris,  the  Beloved!  Phtha,  thou 
Mighty  1  protect  my  child ;  and  shed  thy 
special  gifts  upon  this  thy  sacred  emblem!" 
and  gently  laying  on  her  bosom,  a  small  sca- 
rabasus,  made  of  the  talismanic  gold-coloured 
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gem  of  the  Scythian  shores — the  living  amber 
— Sethos  again  imprinted  a  kiss  on  his  daugh- 
ter's brow,  and  turned  slowly  from  the  room. 

As  he  went,  Nitocris  half-opened  her  heavy 
eyelids,  and  slightly  moved  her  arms  as  if  be- 
seeching some  fleeting  vision  to  stay  yet  a  little 
longer;  while  her  parted  lips  murmured  a 
sweet  music.  It  was  but  a  manifestation  of 
one  of  the  sympathies  of  nature. 

Poor  little  Taia  wept  as  she  watched  the  re- 
treating figure  of  the  king.  Her  nightly  dreams 
had  long  been  nothing  but  fearful  visions  of 
rough  Assyrian  soldiers  pillaging  and  murder- 
ing; and  as  she  saw  Sethos,  their  grand  de- 
fender, thus  take  his  final  farewell,  and  leave 
them  so  unprotected,  a  mortal  terror  seized 
her.  She  already  felt,  in  anticipation,  the 
grasp  of  Sennacherib's  soldiers  upon  her  soft  and 
dimpled  shoulder ;  she  already  beheld  the  stately 
palace  in  flames,  and  running  rivers  of  melted 
gold,  stained  blood  red ;  she  already  heard  the 
groans  of  the  wounded  men,  and  the  cries  of 
the  hurrying  maidens  ;  and  she  crouched  close 
to  her  unconscious  mistress,  wishing  with  all 
her  heart  that  she  would  waken,  and  relieve 
her  from  this  terror.  The  air  was  still ;  not 
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a  sound  broke  its  tomb-like  silence.  The 
evening  had  deepened  into  night;  all  was 
dark,  stifling,  and  corpse-like.  Even  the 
breathing  of  the  sleeper  was  so  quiet,  that 
although  the  handmaid  bent  her  head  to  listen, 
she  could  not  hear  the  faintest  sigh.  Would 
that  she  might  soon  waken,  this  slumbering 
Nitocris  I  The  chamber  was  so  solitary !  for 
on  returning  from  the  Investiture,  the  Prin- 
cess had  gone  to  her  own  private  apartment, 
so  that  the  usual  band  of  merry  companions, 
none  of  whom  might  dare  to  penetrate  hither, 
was  wanting  to  dispel  the  gloom. 

The  strange  dread  which  had  crept  over 
Taia,  increased.  Cowering  she  knelt — her 
face  buried  in  the  cushions  of  the  couch  on 
which  her  mistress  lay,  and  hidden  beneath 
their  painted  coverings.  Shapes  flitted  round 
her ;  voices  heard  within,  not  by  the  outward 
sense,  seemed  to  jeer  and  gibe  at  her  j  goblin 
hands  were  laid  upon  her  curved  neck ;  the 
lofty  room,  with  its  sculptured  figures  and 
gorgeous  scrolls,  was  pressing  close  upon  her ; 
and  the  walls  had  narrowed  until  they  threat- 
ened to  entomb  her  in  their  stony  cell. 
Would  that  Nitocris  might  waken !  Her 
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voice,  at  the  least,  would  have  broken  this 
horrible  spell ! 

Ha  !  A  step  approaches ;  a  stealthy  step ;  a 
man's  unlawful  tread.  It  draws  nearer — 
nearer,  still.  Alone  in  the  dusk  of  the  young 
night— the  king  perhaps  already  far  on  his 
way  from  them — the  Royal  Maiden  lying 
there,  helpless  and  defenceless— what  were 
they,  poor  maids,  to  do?  Nearer,  and  nearer 
still,  came  the  step ;  a  voice  whispered  in  her 
ear,  words  which  she  knew  not ;  a  hand  grasped 
her  arm — a  man's  large,  powerful  hand.  She 
screamed  aloud ;  and  with  the  shriek  Nitocris 
awoke,  starting  from  her  couch  to  behold 
Psammetichus. 

"  O  ye  Gods!"  she  cried,  paralyzed  with 
terror  and  delight  commingled,  as  she  sank 
into  his  arms. 

Psammetichus  held  her  tightly  strained 
against  his  heart ;  imprinting  many  a  kiss  upon 
her  forehead.  With  the  touch  of  his  lips, 
Nitocris  awakened  to  the  consciousness  of  her 
position,  and  her  existence,  together.  For  an 
instant  her  form  was  pressed  closer  to  the 
Noble's  bosom ;  for  an  instant  she  returned 
the  caress,  as  she  moved  her  lips  against  his 
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bared  shoulder ;  for  an  instant  her  arms, 
which  had  fallen  listlessly  by  her  side,  were 
twined  around  him  ;  for  a  swift,  brief  instant ; 
when  suddenly  rousing  herself,  she  flung  her 
lover  from  her,  and  shame  at  her  weakness 
lending  her  strength,  she  proudly  demanded 
"  What  was  his  mission  to  her  ?"  Proudly 
she  stood,  and  proudly  she  looked;  and  yet 
her  lips  were  pale ;  and  the  hand  which  was 
laid  upon  the  chair  rested  there  to  support  her 
trembling  frame. 

u  Nitocris !  Nitocris  !  canst  thou  part  thus  ? 
See !  I  have  braved  thine  anger  in  thus  pene- 
trating within  the  hallowed  precincts  of  thy 
chamber ;  1  have  braved  discovery  in  making 
the  attempt;  my  life  is  forfeit  if  thou  dost 
complain,  or  cry  aloud ;  but  I  could  not  depart 
without  one  soft  smile — one  kindly-spoken 
word.  I  have  come  to  bend  to  thee  ;  to  pray 
thee  for  this  kind  word,  this  friendly  look." 

"  Thou,  thyself,  hast  forbidden  both,"  said 
Nitocris  attempting  to  speak  with  iudiffer- 
ence. 

"  And  wilt  thou  not  trust  in  me  ?" 

"  Why     needst    thou    ask  ?"    she     replied 
sadly ;  "  when   thy  deeds  are  evil,  how  cau  I 
believe  ?" 
H  5 
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"  And  thou  dost  not  love  ?" 

"  I  cannot  love  where  I  may  not  honor," 
replied  the  maiden  with  difficulty,  and  turning 
aside. 

"  O  Nitocris !  canst  thou  so  soon  forget  all 
those  sweet  ties  which  linked  our  souls  to- 
gether ?  Canst  thou  forget  how  oft  we  have 
stood,  hand  in  hand,  and  gazed  upon  the  pure 
stars,  questioning  them  of  their  secrets ; — or, 
wandering  by  the  sacred  banks  of  our  own 
.blue  Nile,  counted  the  sunbeams  as  they  fell 
aslant  the  rippling  waves?  Canst  thou  so 
soon  fling  from  theethe  remembrance  of  all  those 
hopes  and  fond  anticipations  which  filled  our 
hearts,  and  made  the  future  in  its  glorious 
garb  of  hope,  appear  more  beautiful  than  was 
ever  the  cold-eyed  present  ?  Canst  thou  have 
loved  once  in  thy  life,  and  now  have  ceased  to 
love?  Is  this  thy  woman's  nature?" 

"  My  love  was  true,"  replied  Nitocris. 
"  The  sun  when  it  kissed  the  blue  wave  was 
not  more  true  to  her  River-God,  than  was  my 
soul  to  thee.  But  thou  hast  failed  me ;  and 
wouldst  thou  that  I,  in  my  turn,  should  fail  the 
Twin  ?  Wouldst  thou  that  my  nature  should 
change  with  thine  own;  and  remaining  con- 
stant to  the  person,  be  fickle  to  the  virtues 
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of  which  that  person  was  the  casket?  I  re- 
main true  to  the  Psammetichus  whom  I  knew, 
— the  brave,  the  noble,  the  good  ;  but  to  him 
who  stands  before  me,  I  own  no  allegiance! 
It  is  thyself  that  has  worked  the  change. 
Thou  needst  not  lament,  save  over  thine  own 
deeds !"  The  voice  of  Nitocris  here  failed 
her,  and  she  could  scarcely  conceal  the  tears 
which  rose  and  fell  unbidden. 

"  And  canst  thou  not  trust  against  the  speci- 
ousness  of  appearances?"  asked  Psammetichus 
gently. 

"  Appearances  ?"  she  repeated  slowly  ;  then 
suddenly  changing  her  manner,  she  clasped  her 
hands  in  his,  and  exclaimed  fervently,  "  Tell  me 
what  thy  words  mean  !  Art  thou  of  my  father's 
band?  Speak— speak  quickly !" 

"  That  same  question  thou  didst  ask  of  me 
this  morning.  Now  as  then  do  I  say  to  thee ; 
I  am  not !"  and  Psammetichus  covered  his  face 
as  if  in  pain. 

"All  is  lost,"  saiJ  Nitocris,  drooping  her 
head  upon  her  bosom.  The  rich  bright  glow 
that  had  mantled  over  her  cheek  and  brow 
now  faded  away  into  more  than  the  former 
pallidness.  tf  All  is  over— alas!" 

"Oh!  that  I  could  reveal  the  truth !"  groaned 
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Psammetichus  within  himself,  as  he  paced  the 
chamber  with  rapid,  feverish  steps.  "Why 
is  honor  the  eternal  barrier  between  our 
hearts?  Why  should  duty  ever  be  the  ruth- 
less slayer  of  our  loves?" 

"Psammetichus!    beloved,    dearest!"    ex- 
claimed Nitocris  passionately,  for  wearied  and 
and  broken  by  sorrow  she  could  not   sustain 
her   pride,  even  by  fitful  impulse,   still   less 
with  the  steady  coldness  of  former   days,  "  I 
will    kneel    to    thee...I    will    kiss    thy    foot 
...thy      own... my     brother...!    will     be     to 
thee     humble  as   a   young    child,   and   never 
give    thee     word    or     look    of    pride    more, 
if  thou  wilt  but  return  to  the  way  of  virtue. 
Defend   my    father.     He  is  thy  king,  Psam- 
metichus,— he    is  thy   priest.      Be  again  his 
soldier— again  his  friend.     Thou  hast  not  only 
cast  off  him,  but   thou  hast  also  cast  off  me, 
his   child, — thine   own   Nitocris.      Dost  thou 
love  me  so  little,  Psammetichus?... so  little,  so 
very  little  ?"  and  she  wept,  and  clung  to  the 
soldier  like  a  confiding  child.  Her  very  stature 
seemed   leas,  as  she  bowed  her  forehead  upon 
his  arm,  sobbing  the  while. 

Psammetichus  was  wholly  unmanned.  He 
stood  still  and  silent,  and  let  her  hot  tears  flow 
over  his  arm,  without  an  effort  to  stop  their 
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course.  Every  vein  was  swelled,  every  nerve 
was  strained  as  if  with  some  mighty  exertion ; 
and  his  heart  beat  so  loud,  that  it  startled  the 
maid  as  she  leant.  At  last  he  spoke.  "  Nito- 
cris,"  he  whispered,  "  thou  mayst  trust  me ! 
I  am  not  openly  of  thy  father's  band,  but  my 
hand  is  not  against  him.  I  may  not  tell  thee 
rcore.  But  yet  this  once  again  do  I  bid  thee 
— trust."  The  voice  of  the  noble  sank  to  the 
listener's  heart :  and  involuntarily  her  tears 
stopped,  and  a  calm,  like  that  of  the  Magic 
Sleep  came  over  her. 

•'Why  this  secrecy?"  she  aaked,  looking  up 
into  his  face. 

"  The  necessities  of  policy  are  not  always 
the  favorite  ways  of  life,"  returned  Psammeti- 
chus,  attempting  to  smile. 

*'  Policy?... ah!  that  word  chills  my  blood. 
It  is  the  very  cerecloth  of  nobleness." 

Psammetichus  started,  and  half  turned  from 
her. 

"  Nay,  thou  wilt  not  leave  me  ?"  she  ex- 
claimed imploringly,  still  holding  his  hand,  and 
with  a  tighter  grasp,  as  if  she  feared  to  lose 
him.  "  But  tell  me,. . .  why  this  mask  of  guilt  to 
cover  manliness  and  virtue  ?  This  inharraoni- 
ousness  between  thy  seeming  and  thy  actual 
deeds,  is  little  in  accordance  with  thy  nature. 
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The  fear  of  discovery,  even  in   heroism,  sits 
ill  upon  thy  open  brow,  Psaminetichus." 

"  The  weightiest  deeds  of  man,  as  of  nature, 
are  performed  in  silence,"  returned  the  soldier. 
"As  a  sweet  Isis-nurse  does  silence  brood 
over  action,  and  cherish  it  into  perfectness." 
"  Say,  rather,  that  speech  and  open  declara- 
tion of  virtue,  are  as  the  wild  fig  branch,  which 
binds  the  furious  ox,  and  by  its  magic  touch 
calms  his  madness ;  for  this  would  bind  the 
evil  thought,  and  convert  the  anger  of  suspicion 
into  childly  gentleness." 

"Hereafter  thou  shalt  know  all,  loveliest 
and  dearest !"  replied  Psammetichus  fondly, 
and  putting  back  her  hair  as  she  raised  her 
sweet  face  once  more  to  look  into  his.  "  But 
now  I  may  not  reveal  the  secrets  of  my  brethren. 
Thou  thyself  wouldst  not  wish  it.  Even 
the  assurance  which  I  have  given  thee,  is  a 
violation  of  our  compact.  Yet  the  Gods 
will  forgive  me.  I  could  not  resist  thee.  I 
could  not  leave  thee  in  such  fearful  anguibh. 
Gods !  who  could  mark  thy  tears,  and  keep  his 
heart  in  unmoved  coldness?  I  would  not 
covet  such  a  heart,  Nitocris!  And  silence 
would  at  best,  have  been  a  practical  falsehood 
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by  its  tacit  confirmation  of  thy  error.  It  was 
not  a  sin  to  assure  thee  thus  far."  And  yet 
the  noble's  heart  smote  him,  as  at  the  com- 
mission of  some  heinous  crime.  For  honor, 
with  the  Egyptians,  was  one  of  their  most 
sacred  virtues ;  and  an  unwavering  adherence 
to  their  respective  castes,  or  orders,  one  of 
the  first  requirements  of  that  honor. 

A  bright,  glad  look  beamed  over  the  face 
of  Nitocris.  She  forgot  her  late  sorrow ;  she 
forgot  their  late  separation.  The  remembrance 
of  their  daily  increasing  coldness  was  anni- 
hilated, and  the  time  when  they  had  loved  and 
trusted,  alone  linked  with  the  present.  The 
space  between  that  hour,  when  his  latest 
kiss  had  been  pressed  upon  her  lips,  and 
this  sweet  moment,  seemed  but  one  long  night. 
A  long  night  in  truth ! — and  haunted,  too,  with 
1  earful  dreams  and  feverish  visions.  But  they 
were  only  the  dreams  and  visions  of  phantasy ; 
and  now  they  had  passed,  and  the  daylight  had 
come.  Why  look  back  over  the  path  which 
she  had  trodden  ?  Why  turn  her  eyes  on  the 
thorns  and  briars  which  once  had  wounded  her 
feet,  but  now  were  far  behind,  and  forget  that 
moss  and  flowers  alone  made  up  her  present 
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way  ?  Let  the  sorrows  of  those  dreary  hours 
be  blotted  out,  and  the  delights  of  this  pre- 
sent blissful  moment  fill  her  soul  to  over^ow- 
ing !  Who  would  poison  the  cup  of  love  w*  ' 
memory's  regrets  ?  Away  with  her  sick,  sad, 
eyes,  when  joy  is  abroad  ! 

**  Thou  art  true  !  Thou  art  true !"  she  ex- 
claimed, again  sinking  into  his  arms,  and  laying 
her  head  upon  his  chest. 

And  the  moon  arose,  and  poured  his  white 
rays  through  the  high  and  opened  window. 
They  fell  upon  the  pair,  as  they  stood  thus 
clasped  in  each  other's  arms.  This  one  only 
stream  of  moon-light,  like  a  silver  band  bind- 
ing the  two,wandered  through  the  gloom.  Long, 
long  they  stood  thus,  with  not  a  spoken  word 
to  break  the  hallowed  silence ;  their  hearts' 
full  pulsings,  and  their  passionate  sobs,  the 
only  sounds  that  wavered  through  the  night 
air. 

To  blot  out  the  sun  of  creation  from  the 
heavens; — to  banish  the  day,  the  uioon,  and  the 
stars-  to  give  only  cold,  dark  chaos— what  this 
would  be  to  nature,  is  the  night  of  doubt  to 
the  heart  of  the  lover.  The  sun  that  cherished 
and  gave  life,  is  now  dimmed  and  lost  for 
ever ;  the  day  that  called  up  the  universe  to 
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light,  and  joy,  and  love,  has  now  given  place  to 
the  Eternal  Night;  the  stars  are  quenched; 
the  nioon  hath  paled  away ;  the  bliss  of  exist- 
r ^e  is  changed  to  mourning  and  despair ;  and 
life  is  but  a  living  death ! 

And  they  were  indeed  blessed,  the  Noble 
and  the  queenly  maiden.  Long  miseries  an- 
nihilated in  one  caress — what  ecstasy  must  not 
that  caress  have  held !  And  thus  they  stood  ; 
with  the  moonlight  shimmering  over  them ; 
braiding  the  maiden's^raven  locks,  and  cinctur- 
ing the  soldier's  breast  with  a  brighter  chain 
than  the  jewel-band.  And  the  heart  of  Nito- 
cris  beat  against  the  bosom  of  Psammetichus  ; 
and  their  breath  was  mingled ;  and  her  arms 
were  wound  around  him,  and  his  engirdled  her 
pliant  form.  And  the  night  deepened,  unheeded 
by  both. 

Psammetichus  was  the  first  to  arouse  himself 
from  this  charmed  trance. 

"  Nitocris !  should  I  return  from  Pelusium, 
thou  wilt  then  be  mine  ?' ' 

And  Nitocris  put  her  hands  in  his,  and  pressed 
them  to  her  bosom.  And  murmuring,  "  I  will," 
she  kissed  his  lips  unasked. 

A  moment  more — one  last  convulsive  strain 
— one  last  long,  long  embrace — one  last  caress, 
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so  fervent  that  it  seemed  as  if  their  souls  were 
parting  in  its  sweet  pain,  and  Psammetichus, 
placing  the  maiden  on  her  couch,  tore  himself 
away. 

Taia  stole  softly  up  to  Nitocris ;  and  kneel- 
ing at  her  feet,  took  her  white  hands  and  put 
them  within  her  bosom. 

The  princess  flung  herself  on  her  neck,  aud 
whispering ,  "  Now  then  thou  knowest  all !' 
kissed  her  cheek,  while  her  tears  fell  fast  over 
the  girl' a  dimpled  face. 

Then  rising,  she  passed  into  the  large  hall 
where  she  usually  sat  with  her  maioens.  And 
excepting  for  the  increased  pallor  of  her  cheek, 
as  the  flame  of  the  lamp  cast  its  glare  upon  her 
—  and  excepting  for  the  heavy  drooping  of  her 
broad  eyelid — not  a  visible  trace  of  passion  or 
suffering  revealed  the  secret  of  her  heart. 
And  the  handmaids  only  noticed  that  their 
sweet  mistress  was  more  silent  than  was  even 
her  custom— but  soft  and  gentle  in  her  mien} 
as  she  bent  over  her  carved  embroidery 
frame. 

As  Psaxnmetichus  arrived  at  his  palace,  a  figure, 
shrouded  in  white,  and  closely  veiled,  suddenly 
started  up  from  one  of  the  seats  placed  within  the 
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porch  ;  and  arresting  his  rapid  steps  by  laying 
her  hand  upon  his  arm,  asked,  with  a  foreign 
accent  in  her  woman's  melancholy  voice,  "  if  he 
were  Psammetichus,  the  Noble  of  Sais?" 

Psammetichus  answered  her  gently  and 
kindly. 

"Oh  ye  Gods  in  Heaven!"  cried  the  wo- 
man, clasping  her  hands  above  her  head  as  she 
heard  his  voice.  Then  flinging  back  her  veil, 
she  hastened  out  into  the  full  moonlight,  gazing 
up  to  the  stars,  and  moving  her  lips  in 
prayer. 

Surely  the  noble  had  seen  that  face  before  ! 
— surely  he  had  met  those  dark  Arab  eyes — 
he  had  looked  on  that  noble  brow,  though 
furrowed  and  wrinkled  with  time  and  sorrow, 
still  beautiful  in  its  matron's  dignity — surely 
he  had  heard  that  voice — he  had  marked  that 
same  attitude  of  the  woman's  despair,  and  the 
Sabaean's  trust! 

"My  child!  my  child!"  murmured  the  wo- 
man. "  My  only  child — oh  !  where  art  thou 
hidden !" 

Psammetichus  turned  pale,  and  his  hand 
trembled,  in  spite  of  his  iron  nerve. 

"  Noble !"  exclaimed  the  Arab,  in  a  loud, 
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wild  tone.     c<  Thou  didst  come  upon  our  fer- 
tile  islet — thou    didst    burn    and  pillage  our 
peaceful  tents ;  our  brethren's  bleeding  corses 
could  not   bar  thee   from  the  Arab  hut — our 
childrens'  cries  could  not  move  to  pity  thy  stern 
Egyptian  heart.     Thou  didst  come — thou  didst 
conquer.     Thou  didst  ravage  our  lands — burn 
our  homes— slay  our  sons  and  our  husbands — 
tear  from  us  our  daughters  :  mine — mine  only 
child— the  beautiful  I  the  beloved  I   And  thou 
didst  call  it  all— glory,  and  fame,  and  honor- 
able  victory !      Noble  !  where    is  she  ?     Thy 
soldiers  forced  her  from  these  bleeding  arms ; 
they    bore   her    away  ;  they  laughed   at    my 
mother's  feeble  defence,  though  like  a  very 
tigress  I  stood  at  bay,  guarding  with  my  own, 
the  fainting  form  of  my  darling ;  they  mocked 
at  my  prayers;    they  jeered,    insulted,  struck 
me  !     Her  beauty  was  too  rare  a  prize  ;  she 
must  be  seized  and  borne  away,  to  deck  the 
chambers    of   some    wanton    son    of    Egypt. 
Gods !  that    I    should    be   here   on    this  .foul 
earth,  to  look  upon  that  picture  !     My  babe 
— my  babe — my    bird — thou    taken  from  thy 
mother's  breast — pure,    at  least   for  thee  1 — to 
loiter  on  the  way  of  some  cold   heart,  whose 
vile  love  was  corrupted  ere  it  had  birth !  Oh ! 
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madness  !  madness— it  shall  not— must  not  be  ! 
They  dare  not — the  Gods  dare  not  look  on  such 
iniquity  and  keep  silence  !" 

"  What  words  are  these  ?"  said  Psammeti- 
chus  gently.  "  Poor  mother  !  thou  dost  not 
know  what  thy  lips  are  speaking." 

u  Fool  !"  shrieked  the  woman,  with  a  bitter 
laugh.  "  Dost  thou  deem  me  mad  outright, 
that  thou  shouldst  dare  to  offer  me  the  insult 
of  thy  pity  ?  By  Heavens  !  that  word  itself 
has  power  to  warp  my  brain  !  Pity  ?  Ah  ! 
why  didst  thou  not  feel  what  thou  now  canst 
say,  when  thy  spear  struck  our  Ishmaelite 
home  ?  As  one  dead  I  lay  on  the  ground, 
smitten  by  thy  valiant  soldiery— thy  brave 
Hermotybies,  who  war  on  helpless  women,  and 
smite  the  suckling  at  the  breast  !  Bleeding 
and  senseless  I  lay  ;  and  thou,  and  thy  ruthless 
army  went  on  your  further  way,  bearing  with 
ye  my  more  than  life  !  Well  for  ye  that  I 
sunk  thus  senseless ;  for  the  man,  whose 
rough  hand  had  first  soiled  my  child's  pure 
tresses,  had  died  at  my  feet.  I  am  a  woman — 
noble  !  but  this  weak  hand  could  shed  the 
heart's  blood  of  the  bravest,  and  tremble  not 
at  its  deed.  Where  is  she  ?  What  hast  thou 
done  with  my  child— my  loved  one  ?  Give 
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her  back  to  me — robber — murderer,  as  thou 
art ! — restore  her  to  me  as  thou  dost  hope  for 
mercy  hereafter.  Tell  me  where  thou  hast 
hid  her,  and  if  it  be  in  the  darkness  of  the 
kingdom  of  Ahriman,  I  will  seek  her  and  find 
her  ;  for  Hell  itself  hath  no  terrors  for  the 
mother's  heart.  Give  her  back  to  me,  ere 
my  tongue  blisters  with  its  curse  upon 
thee." 

"  I  have  a  long  tale  for  thee,"  said  Psam- 
metichus,  "  but  thou  canst  not  bear  it  now. 
Thou  must  be  calm  and  still,  ere  thou  mayst 
hear  all  that  I  have  for  thee." 

"  See ;  I  have  wandered  here  on  foot," 
cried  the  woman  changing  her  tone  to  one  of 
entreaty,  "  alone,  and  unprotected,  have  1 
wandered  from  my  Arab  sky — alone,  dared 
the  dangers  of  the  deep,  and  the  sufferings  of 
travel.  I  have  come  hither,  weary,  and  foot- 
sore, and  broken-hearted,  to  implore  thee,  on 
my  knees,  to  give  me  back  my  child.  Psam- 
metichus  of  Sais,  hast  thou  no  pity  ? — no  love? 
Oh  !  restore  me  my  child — restore  me  my 
child !  Bruised,  and  sullied,  and  withered  as 
she  may  be,  give  her  back  to  this  bosom  !  Re- 
turn to  me  the  wreck  of  that  perfection  which 
thou  hast  broken  !"  And  the  Arab  woman 
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fell  upon  her  knees  and  wept  bitterly;  bowing 
her  head  to  the  dust,  and  quivering  as  one  be- 
neath the  lash. 

"  I  may  not,"  said  Psammetichus  slowly, 
when  her  long  and  painful  prayers  had  ren- 
dered silence  more  cruel  than  the  coldest  men- 
tion of  the  truth. 

•'  What  meanest  thou  ?  Man  !  what  are 
thy  words?"  shrieked  the  Arab.  "  Hast  thou 
slain  her  ?  Is  she  dead  ?"  she  said  in  a  hoarse 
whisper,  and  raising  one  hand  to  her  face  as 
she  held  back  her  hair,  and  peered  into  the 
noble's  eyes  ;  then  the  former  wildness  flashed 
again  from  her  dark  orbs,  and  she  seized 
the  hand  of  the  soldier,  while  she  vocife- 
rated, "  Murderer  !  give  me  back  my  child  ! 
else  as  her  ruthless  avenger  have  I  dogged 
thy  steps.  And  with  thy  dastard  blood  will 
I  efface  the  tears  of  sorrow  from  my  heart  P 

"  Listen  Lady  !"  said  Psammetichus  softly, 
putting  aside  her  hand.  "  I  brought  thy  daughter 
hither ;  I  kept  her  safely  guarded  from  all  harm 
and  from  all  sorn  w,  save  that  bitter  one  of  se- 
paration from  thee — her  mother ;  I  was  waiting 
for  an  efficient  safeguard  to  send  her  back  to 
her  native  land ;  I  thought  that  the  time  and 
the  opportunity  were  at  hand,  when  Jo  !  the 
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cage  was  rifled,  and  the  young  bird  stolen. 
One  night,  the  maid  fled  ;  whether  alone  or 
accompanied  —of  free  will  or  forced — I  may  not 
know.  Through  wide  Mizraim  have  I  sought 
her ;  but  in  vain  !  I  have  not  found  a  foot- 
print by  which  to  track  her  way.  Like  the 
flash  of  a  quenched  star  she  hath  sped  from 
my  sight.  I  can  tell  thee  nought  further. 
Judge  if  I  merit  thine  anger  !  If  a  brother's 
jealous  watch,  and  a  father's  tender  cares  are 
themes  for  thy  mother's  abhorrence,  then  does 
Psammetichus  deserve  it  for  his  .guardianship 
of  thy  child.  The  Dread  Gods  know  that 
honestly  and  faithfully  I  watched  over  her  ; 
and  pure  was  the  love  which  she  received  from 
me  !  Nor  look,  nor  word  of  mine  ever  re- 
minded her  that  she  was  a  captive,  and  in  my 
hand.  She  was  safe  from  all  danger,  when 
beneath  this  roof;  and  happy,  as  her  fond 
pining  after  thee,  left  her  young  heart  the 
power  !" 

The  woman  listened,  pale  and  silent.  She 
did  not  weep,  but  her  widely-opened  eyes 
were  strained  upward  with  a  look  of  almost 
madness. 

A  step  approached  ; — a  small,  deformed 
figure  drew  near.  Tathlyt,  the  Dwarf,  touched 
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the  woman's  waist  thrice,  before  she  felt  the 
pressure  of  his  twisted  fingers.  Turning  round, 
her  eyes  looked  into  his.  She  uttered  a  sup- 
pressed scream,  and  the  checked  blood  rushed 
back  over  her  dusky  brow  and  bosom  with  a 
fierce  glow. 

"  Thou  here  ?"  she  gasped. 

*'  Thou  dost  remember  me,  then  ?"  said  the 
Dwarf  in  a  low,  hissing  voice. 

"  Remember  thee  ?  aye ;"  replied  the  woman 
submissively.  But  as  she  spoke,  she  crept 
closer,  and  stretched  out  her  hands  to  Psam- 
metichus,  as  if  begging  for  his  protection. 

"  He  cannot  defend  thee  ;  no*  shelter  thee 
from  me,"  cried  Tathlyt  roughly.  "  Thou  art 
mine  !  I  told  thee  that  this  hour  would  rise — 
I  read  it  in  the  stars;  I  told  thee  that  I 
should  meet  thee  in  anguish,  when  my  hand 
should  be  the  only  one  that  could  heal  thy 
wounds — when  thou  shouldst  crouch  at  my 
knee,  and  lick  the  dust  from  the  feet  of  him 
thou  didst  scorn.  That  hour  hath  dawned. 
My  vengeance  will,  at  last,  be  sated. 
Come." 

"  Nay !  nay  I  I  cannot  go  with  thee !"  said 
Areia,  taking  hold  of  Psammetichus,  and 
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clinging  to  his  arm.  u  I  have  business  with 
this  Lord — my  life's  business.  I  cannot  leave 
him  yet." 

"  Thou  dost  want  thy  child  ?  Thou  dost 
seek  the  brown-haired  maid  ?  Thou  shalt  find 
her  by  my  side.  If  thou  dost  cavil  at  thy  es- 
cort— thou  shalt  not  see  her  again  in  life. 
Come." 

"  Oh  I  dost  thou  speak  the  truth  ?"  cried 
the  Arab,  still  clinging  to  Psammetichus,  yet 
turning  as  if  to  leave  the  court. 

"  Tush,  fool !  why  should  I  deceive  thee  ? 
I  leave  that  to  thee.  Ha  !  thou  tremblest  at 
that  word,  deceit.  Yea,  Areia,  I  leave  false- 
hood, treachery,  and  desertion  of  a  true  heart, 
to  thy  soul!  Tathlyt,  now  as  ever,  is  faithful 
to  his  worcl,  be  it  for  evil  or  for  good.  Come. 
Thy  daughter  is  at  Thebes.  Nay,  shriek  not 
BO  loud!  I  go  thither  this  night." 

"  Now  !  now  !  This  moment  !"  exclaimed 
Areia  clasping  her  hands.  "  Haste  thee — 
friend — angel — God— what  thou  wilt! — all 
shalt  thou  be  to  Areia,  if  thou  dost  give  her 
back  her  child." 

The  Dwarf  looked  at  the  woman  with  a 
peculiar  expression.  There  was  a  savage  joy 
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and  a  tender  pity,  at  once,  in  the  glance  which 
shot  from  under  his  eye-brows.  "  Noble  Lord ! 
thy  pardon  for  this  intrusion,"  he  then  said, 
turning  to  Psammetichus,  and  speaking  with 
dignity  and  grace.  "  May  the  Gods  defend 
thee  !  Thy  bright  star  hath  risen  again  ;  and 
Isee  no  cloud  on  its  course  !  Farewell !  Areia, 
haste  thee !"  And  he  drew  her  hand  through  his 
arm,  and  hurried  her  through  the  Gateway. 

Ere  they  had  gone  but  a  few  short  paces, 
Areia  sank  on  the  ground  with  a  long,  shud- 
dering groan.  Tathlyt  knelt  over  her,  and 
bent  his  brow  to  her  lips.  But  not  a  breath 
waved  over  it.  Exhausted  by  her  painful 
journey — terrified  at  her  companion — overcome 
by  the  knowledge  that  her  beloved  child  yet 
lived,  after  her  agonised  belief  that  she  was 
lost  to  her  for  ever — her  strength  and  con- 
sciousness both  failed  her,  and  she  sunk  faint- 
ing to  the  ground. 

The  Dwarf  bent  over  her  with  a  softened 
look. 

"  Even  yet  she  is  beautiful  1"  he  said  to 
himself.  "  Even  yet  I  love  !  Spite  of  her 
desertion  and  treachery,  even  yet  I  love  !" 
Then  taking  her  up  in  his  long  and  hairy  arms, 
he  bore  her  to  his  own  house,  where,  laying 
i  3 
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her  on  a  couch,  he  administered  to  her  the  ten- 
derest  cares.  But  Areia  opened  her  eyes  only 
in  the  delirium  of  fever — calling  incessantly 
for  her  child,  or  now  reproaching,  now  caress- 
ing, some  imaginary  being,  whom  she  repulsed 
for  unloveliness,  and  wooed  for  virtue.  And 
as  she  did  so — as  she  uttered  wild  cries  for 
help,  and  besought  "  Edwy,  the  beloved,"  to 
flee  to  her  assistance — large  drops  fell  from 
the  Dwarf's  brow,  while  he  cowered  close  by 
her  side,  and  hid  his  face  in  his  hands.  Some- 
times too,  she  would  sob,  and  say  in  a  piteous 
voice — "  It  was  the  girl's  vanity.  I  was  young. 
I  could  not  discern.  Oh  !  he  was  lovely  ! 
Edwy— the  beautiful  Star  of  the  West !  But 
ah  !  false  as  fair  I  Thou  hast  slain  thy  dusky 
bride,  thou  bright-haired  boy.  Edwy — beloved. 
Tathlyt,  thou  art  revenged." 

"  I  cannot  support  this ,"  cried  the  Dwarf, 
springing  to  his  feet.  "  My  every  nerve  is 
strained  as  though  wild  horses  were  tearing 
me  limb  from  limb  I  She  hath  sinned ;  but 
oh  !  fearfully  hath  she  been  punished  for  her 
frailty  !  Rest,  thou  poor  worn  heart !  Tathlyt 
will  not  grieve  thee  more." 

Leaving  her  in  the  strict  care  of  the  woman 
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to  whom  his  household  was  entrusted,  the 
Dwarf  then  prepared  to  hasten  forward,  alone, 
that  he  might  join  the  train  of  Osorchon,  ere 
it  was  too  far  advanced  on  the  way  to  Thebes. 
But  before  he  went,  he  took  from  the  Arab's 
girdle  a  small,  curiously  shaped  Egyptian  box, 
and  opened  it.  And,  as  his  eyes  fell  on  its 
contents,  he  muttered  sadly.  "  My  country 
...my  beloved  Isle  !  Alas  !  alas  !  Beautiful 
green  land !  oh !  for  thy  woodland  temples ; 
and  thy  oak-crowned  bards  1  Oh  for  thy  pure 
children... thy  virtuous  sons,  and  thy  chaste 
maids !  Would  that  this  weary  sgirit  might 
escape  to  its  Gods  beneath  thy  cool,  white- 
clouded  sky  !  Alas  !  alas  !" 

What  was  that  strange  land,  which  had 
given  the  Dwarf  to  the  world,  if  indeed  the 
tale  of  his  miraculous  appearance  at  the  foot 
of  the  Shrine,  were  not  true  ?  Where  was  this 
fair  Western  Isle  with  its  cool  airs,  and  re- 
freshing breezes... with  its  leafy  temples,  and 
heroic  bards  ?  What  mystery  enwrapped  both 
the  Arab  and  this  fearful  man?  The  Egyp- 
tian unloosed  demon,  whose  eyes  pierced 
through  the  thickest  veil  of  darkness  and  of 
distance.. .whose  ears  drank  in  each  faint 
fiound,  though  uttered  never  so  far  off — whose 
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knowledge  of  men  seemed  limitless,  what  had 
he  to  do  with  a  timid  woman  of  Arabia  ?  Dark 
the  mystery,  and  darker  the  link,  which  fet- 
tered these  two  souls  in  one  chain  of  sin  and 
misery. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


THE   DISCIPLE  3   AWAKENING. 


AZETH,  still    slept,   in  the  same  place,   when 
Amasis  silently  entered  the  chamber. 

Through  the  unshuttered  window  stole  one 
lingering  beam — the  last  of  the  day's  beauty: 
and  it  fell  on  the  head  of  the  boy,  aslant  his 
brow— binding  it  with  a  narrow  band  of  glori- 
ousness  : — a  crown  of  heaven's  bestowing — a 
fillet  of  heaven's  enwreathing.  Like  a  beau- 
tiful spirit  playing,  and  laughing,  and  leaping 
in  merriment  with  the  child,  the  bright-eyed 
sunlight  fell.  Now  it  hid  beneath  the  heavy 
mass ;  now  it  brightened  on  the  curling  ring ; 
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shining  in  fitful  splendour,  capricious  in  its 
loveliness.  But  now  fainter,  paler,  unwavering, 
one  last  little  band  stole  aslant  his  brow. 
And,  as  it  fell,  the  Voice  of  the  Memnon  re- 
sounded. A  long,  wild,  plaintive  wail,  a  voice  of 
mourning  for  the  departure  of  the  Sun.  With 
the  music  of  sorrow  faded  the  boy's  sunlight 
fillet;  and  now  he  looked  paler  than  when 
the  beam  had  encompassed  him. 

Araasis  drew  a  chair  nearer,  and  sat  down 
by  his  side ;  and  as  he  did  so  the  boy's  limbs 
quivered,  and  he  started  and  moved  restlessly  ; 
and  raised  his  hands,  which  searched  through 
the  air  as  if  seeking  for  some  loved  and  lost 
treasure.  His  lips  moved ;  and  once,  he  ut- 
tered the  word,  "  Father!" 

Amasis  sat  nearer;  but  he  neither  spoke 
nor  moved,  excepting  to  lean  his  head  upon  his 
hand,  while  a  look  of  sorrow  stole  over  his 
face.  And  answering  to  this,  Azeth's  brow 
became  saddened,  and  sighs  burst  from  his 
breast,  and  tears  slowly  dropped  from  his 
eyelids.  He  held  out  his  arms,  and  said  in  the 
same  constrained  tone,  and  with  the  same  ap- 
parent difficulty  as  when  he  had  spoken  before. 
"  This  is  not  good,  no !  it  is  not  good ! 
Treachery — deceit ;  giving  the  young  heart 
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evil  for  virtue,  and  crime  for  truth — it  is  un- 
worthy !" 

The  Priest  started  and  turned  pale,  as  the 
boy  thus  spoke  out  his  own  thoughts.  His 
look  became  troubled;  he  laid  his  hand 
on  Azeth' s  forehead,  and  gazed  anxiously 
on  him.  But  the  closed  eyelids,  the  regular 
breathing,  the  placid  expression  which  had 
again  taken  the  place  of  the  momentary  pang 
of  grief,  convinced  the  Hierophant  that  there 
was  not  any  cause  to  fear  deception  on  the 
part  of  Azeth,  in  feigning  a  false  unconscious- 
ness. 

"  I  love  my  father !"  murmured  Azeth. 

"  And  wilt  obey  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  boy,  simply. 

Amasis  then  waved  his  hands  twice  or  thrice 
over  him,  and  the  young  disciple  moved,  as 
by  a  magic  spell,  and  rested  his  head  against 
the  bosom  of  the  Hierophant. 

"  Thus  would  I  have  him  when  he  wakes!" 
said  the  Priest.  "  On  my  bosom  ;  guarded 
by  my  watchful  care ;  caressed  by  my  hand ; 
love  and  gratitude  will  make  the  child's  obedi- 
ence the  unhesitating  impulse — the  necessity — 
that  I  would  have  it." 

"  It  is  close  and  stifling  in  this  narrow  cham- 
i  5 
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ber,"  he  said,  after  a  short  pause.  lfl  must  go 
out  on  the  house-top.  There  at  least  the  cool 
night-breeze,  caught  by  the  fan,  will  not 
oppress  me  as  the  air  of  this  chamber. 
My  child  and  pupil  wilt  thou  follow 
me?"  he  added,  beckoning.  And  at  this 
movement,  Azeth  rose  with  tottering  steps; 
and  followed  Amasis,  to  the  cool  and  open 
space  upon  the  house-top. 

Azeth  moved  uneasily. 

"  Nature  —  Life  —  God,"  he  muttered. 
"  The  Three  whose  whole  is  Love." 

'*  The  Mystic  Sleep  hath  strange  revela- 
tions 1"  said  Amasis  half  aloud.  "From 
whence  can  they  come  ?" 

*'  From  Heaven,"  answered  the  boy  dis- 
tinctly. 

"  Azeth,  thou  must  waken  !"  said  Amasis 
starting  as  from  a  trance.  "  Thou  must  waken, 
boy,  to  thine  initiation,  wherein  thou  shalt 
behold  beauties  which  will  warm  thy  frozen 
blood — wherein  thou  shalt  kneel,  even  to 
Lysinoe,  my  own,  my  beautiful!  Waken, 
Azeth!  waken!"  And  he  passed  his  hands 
quickly  over  the  boy's  face,  calling  on  him  again 
to  waken. 

Azeth  sighed  and  gently  opened  his  eyes ; 
then  closed  them  again,  as  if  unwilling  to 
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return  to  the  harsh,  cruel  world,  which  he  had 
left  so  long  and  happily. 

"  Come !  arouse  thee,  dear  child  !"  said 
Amasis,  kindly.  "  Behold  the  pillow  which 
thou  hast  had!"  he  added  smiling.  "Dost 
thou  not  see  that  thou  art  cradled  on  my 
breast?  that  thy  Hierophant  hath  watched 
over  thee,  like  a  very  mother  ?  The  whole  of 
this  long  sultry  day  hast  thou  slept,  and  I  have 
been  near,  to  guard  thee.  And  now,  in  the 
cool  of  beautiful  night,  do  I  arouse  thee  to 
happiness.  Waken,  Azeth!" 

"  And  thou  hast  been  near  me!"  repeated 
Azeth  fondly.  "  Ah !  that  was  indeed  father- 
like  !"  and  he  turned  his  face  inward,  and 
kissed  the  breast  of  Amasis  repeatedly. 

"  And  thou  art  refreshed?1'  said  the  Priest, 
in  a  low  voice. 

"Ah  yes  ,  and  so  happy — so  blest !" 
"  Now  then  for  the  brightness  and  the  joy  of 
waking  life  1" 

*•!  have  seen  her,  the  beloved,"  murmured 
the  boy,  rapturously. 

"Ah?"  exclaimed  Amasis,  with  a  height- 
ened colour.  "  But  that  was  only  in  vapour- 
like  dreams.  Come  with  me  now,  and  1  will 
show  her  to  thee  in  life  and  reality.  To  my 
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Hall    of  Delight,     There  shalt  thou  behold 
her !" 

Azeth  sighed,  but  rose  ;  and  putting  his 
hand  within  that  of  the  Hierophant,  whis- 
pered : 

"  Thou  knowest  that  I  am  thine  ;  and  now 
on  this  night  more  wholly  thine  than  ever!" 

"  Stay  but  for  one  moment,"  said  the  Priest, 
suddenly  stopping  the  boy.  And  grasping  his 
hand  he  led  him  to  the  shield-shaped  edge  or 
parapet  of  the  balcony,  and  pointed  into  the 
far  distance. 

And,  in  truth,  the  sight  that  now  lay  before 
their  eyes,  was  one  most  beautiful.  Opposite 
to  them,  the  moon — the  glorious  Egyptian 
moon,  which  shines  with  the  light  of  the  sun 
in  colder  climes— just  rose  above  the  dark  hori- 
zon, and  dazzled  the  eye  with  its  radiant  flood 
of  unexpected  brilliancy.  And  myriads  of 
stars  were  grouped  about  in  shining  clusters ; 
each  star  a  glorious,  living  sun — a  world  peopled 
with  countless  life — a  sphere,  whose  light  was 
animation.  And  there  they  shone — world  upon 
world — system  upon  system— filled  to  over- 
flowing with  teeming  Being ;  each  ray — each 
sparkle,  a  sign  of  an  undying  spirit—a  revela- 
tion of  a  deathless,  sentient  Intelligence.  On 
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the  earth  the  grave  Theban  city  with  its  titanic 
Temples  and  aspiring  obelisk,  and  sculptured 
pillars,  reared  up  its  giant  head  in  proud  rivalry 
to  that  sky.  Man's  work  claiming  for  man 
equality  with  the  Spirits  of  the  Spheres.  And 
the  moonbeams  were  over  each  stone  ;  and  they 
silvered,  and  made  glorious,  all  that  they  looked 
upon.  They  fell  in  long  narrow  bands  upon 
the  waters  of  the  Blue  Nile,  as  it  glided 
through  the  massy  buildings  that  crowded  down 
to  its  very  edge.  And  across  these  bands, 
might  be  seen  the  dark  shadows  of  boats ;  some, 
with  their  white  sails  shining  as  the  wings  of  a 
young  water-bird,  and  others,  with  gilded  masts 
and  painted  sails,  floating  down  the  tide  like  a 
beautiful  flower.  And  mingled  with  the  build- 
ings glooming  so  sullenly  in  the  air,  were 
groves  of  sweet  acacia,  and  palm,  and  date 
trees;  and  brilliant  flies  of  every  flower-like 
shape  and  hue  flitted  through  the  dark 
branches,  and  nestled  in  the  bells  of  the  dewy 
flowers,  as  they  drank  the  honey  from  their 
scented  cups.  In  the  distance  were  seen  the 
outlines  and  the  forms  of  the  Dark  Mountains 
which  bounded  the  Egyptian  world,  and  be- 
hind which  lay  a  cold  region  of  blackness  and 
barbarism;  and  they  stretched  out  along  the 
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horizon   like   protecting    arras  encircling    the 
Land  of  the  Tree. 

The  dark  Valley  of  the  Tombs  of  the  Kings 
— lion-headed  statues,  sphynxes,  colossal  figures 
of  kings  or  deities — Temples  of  the  great  Se- 
sostris — palaces,  and  propylea  with  their  wav- 
ing pennons — all  were  scattered  along  the  banks 
of  the  noblest  river  on  which  the  sun  shone — 
the  river  sacred  to  the  good,  great  God  Oairis. 
And  trees,  fountains,  flowers,  and  birds, 
added  their  charm  of  graceful  loveliness  to 
deck  the  solemn  brow  of  the  city's  grave  mag- 
nificence. 

All  was  still  ;  the  water's  gentle  ripple 
against  the  rocky  banks  could  scarce  be  heard ; 
the  birds  were  sleeping  in  the  trees;  the  insects 
dreaming  in  the  flowers.  Yet  alas!  every  now 
and  then  broke  through  this  stillness  the 
mad  voices  of  revellers  drunk  with  wine,  and 
furious  from  excess,  shouting  on  their  way. 
And  once  the  voice  of  a  woman,  weeping,  was 
heard  amongst  them.  But  they  died  away,  and 
all  was  again  silence.  AnJ  yet  it  was  too  sad 
an  instance  of  man's  discord  amid  nature's 
harmonies ! — too  sorrowful  a  note  from  the 
jarring  chord  of  sin  !  And  again  earth  lay  in 
the  lap  of  night,  like  a  young  maid  in  her  mo- 
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ther's  arms;  with  the  heaven  smiling  over  all, 
as  the  father  blessing  and  adoring. 

"And  wouldst  thou  find  thy  God,  Azeth?" 
said  Amasis.  "  Wouldst  thou  know  him  ?  Be- 
hold him  HERE  !" 

Azeth  lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  gazed  in  silence 
at  the  Priest. 

"  Thou  lookest  on  me  in  amazement.  Thou 
seest  no  Glorious  Form  ;  thou  hearest  no  Glo- 
rious Voice;  thou  canst  not  know  him,  unless 
sensibly  revealed  ?  But  listen  boy  !  Hark  to 
the  still,  quiet  voicu  of  nature — look  on  the 
heavens--look  on  the  earth— and  then  say  if  thou 
hast  not  found  thy  God  S" 

"  Father,  what  meanest  thou  ?  Thine  eyes 
are  deep  and  holy — thy  face  hath  the  glory  of 
Amun's  in  the  Procession  of  the  Shrines.  Tell 
me,  where  is  this  God — this  truth  ?" 

Then  Amasis  grasped  the  young  boy's  arm, 
and  whispered: 

"  In  NATURE!' 

"  Father,  I  may  not  know  thy  \\ords!" 
cried  Azeth,  trembling.  "  They  are  diiferent — 
holier — purer — than  thou  hast  before  spoken  to 
me!" 

"  J  tell  thee  once  and  again,"  replied  the 
Priest.  "  God  is  nature — the  Eicton  is  life — 
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the  Monad  Creation.     If  thou  wouldst  kneel  to 
the  Infinite,  kneel  to  the  things  of  heaven  and 
earth,  for  these  are  our  only  revelations  of  the 
celestial.     Nay  more,  these  are  the  only  shrines 
and  embodiments    of   the   Ineffable   Essence. 
Kneel  to  the  stars,  and  the  sun,  and  the  moon  ; 
their  Glory  is  the  God's.     Kneel  to  the  plant, 
and  the  tree,  and  the  hill,  and  the  stone ;  their 
form  is  the  God's  !      Kneel  to  the  bird,  and 
the  beast,  and  the  fish,  and  the  reptile :  their 
life  is  the  God's.     But  rather  kneel  to  none, 
boy  I     Look  on  nature  as  the  sole  revelation — 
as  the  very  Amun  visible ;  but  be  erect  and 
silent ;  for  man    is    the  noblest  thing   round 
which  the   air  waves !     I   told  thee  that  the 
Gods  of  the  Temple  did  not  exist ;  now  do  J 
tell  thee  that  the  powers,  and  the  creations, 
and  the  life  of  nature,   are  the  sole,  the  only 
God!" 

**  And  now,"  he  continued,  "  I  have  revealed 
to  thee  the  mystery  of  the  Temple.  I  have 
lifted  the  Veil  of  Shadowing,  and  shewn  to 
thee  the  form  of  the  figure  shrouded  within  its 
folds.  4  Well,'  says  the  inscription  at  Sais,  '  I 
am  all  that  hath  been- -that  is,  or  shall  be ;  no 
mortal  hath  unveiled  me !  For  when :  did 
nature  and  creation  begin  ?  When  will  they 
end?  and  who  has  penetrated  their  secrets  ?" 
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"  Are  not  the  mysteries  of  nature  known 
within  the  -ZEdes  ?"  asked  Azeth,  raising  his 
hands. 

tl  They  need  a  longer  span  of  years  than 
the  day  of  man's  being  contains,  for  their  fit 
discovery,"  replied  Amasis.  "  Yet  many  of 
her  dearest  secrets  have  /  forced  from  Nature." 

"  And  the  Forms  of  the  Gods  are  intelligi- 
ble to  thee?" 

lf  They  are.  Each  form  has  a  meaning  ; — 
but  a  physical  one.  Why  have  the  Priests 
ever  set  the  Three  before  men,  but  to  sym- 
bolize the  truth  of  the  ceaseless  Beginning, 
Continuation,  and  Destruction  again  merged 
in  the  first  ?  This  is  the  Triad  of  the  Uni- 
verse :  this  is  the  interpretation  of  the  Amun, 
Maut,  and  Khonso,  of  the  temenos." 

"  Beginning,  Continuation,  Destruction," 
said  Azeth  musingly.  '*  And  this  is  life." 

"  Aye,  this  is  the  grand  secret  of  existence, 
— the  grand  secret  of  godship !  Why  does 
each  impersonation  hold  the  Sacred  Tau, — the 
emblem  of  life — but  to  show  that  this  very 
possession  of  life  is  divinity  ?  Dost  thou  not 
find  in  each  several  impersonation  some  words 
of  the  same  doctrine  ?  Neith,  the  Mother ; 
Isis,  the  Nurse;  Phtha,  the  Vivifier;  Amun, 
the  Creator ;  Neph,  the  Spirit ; — are  they  not 
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all  forms  of  life?     The  Universe  lives  and — " 

"What  sayst  thou?"  interrupted  Azeth 
anxiofisly. 

"  The  Universe  is  the  Deity"  replied  the 
Priest. 

The  boy  sighed. 

"I repeat  it,"  said  Amasis  calmly.  u  The 
Universe  is  the  only  Deity.  Man  is  its  micro- 
cosm, and  each  minuter  creature  is,  again, 
a  still  smaller  and  smaller  and  smaller  micro- 
cosm. Their  life  is  the  same  as  the  life  of  the 
All — but  diminished  from  vastness  to  minute- 
ness ;  each  making  a  part  of  the  Divine  Being. 
Thinkest  thou  that  matter  was  created  of  nul- 
lity ?  Nay  I  rather  was  it  the  necessary  ex- 
pression of  the  Will  of  Life.  This  has  existed 
for  ever,  and  for  ever  will  it  continue ;  and 
where  it  is,  there  must  be  its  embodiment." 

"  And  this  is  all !"  repeated  Azeth  mourn- 
fully. 

"This  is  God!  Therefore  must  thou  be 
thy  God  to  thyself.  Thou  must  forget  thy 
vain  dreams  of  a  Being  dwelling  afar  off  in 
some  unknown  country,  —  hanging  like  the 
Magic  Gardens  of  Babylon,  suspended  from 
one  knows  not  what  foundations, — and  from 
thence  watching  over  the  earth,  and  noting 
each  puny  child's  frowardness.  Thou  must 


THE   EGYPTIAN.  187 

tear  away  this  veil,  which  cowardice  only  spun, 
as  I  have  drawn  aside  the  veil  from  the  Isis 
of  Truth  for  thee.  Thou  must  look  abroad 
boldly  and  steadily,  and  feel  that  thou  needest 
no  other  guide  but  thyself.  Feel,  too,  that  thou 
wouldst  have  no  other  God  but  Nature, — no 
other  life  but  this.  Let  the  Present  fill  and 
satisfy  thy  soul." 

"  Ah  !  but  if  this  life  be  the  only  one— how 
short,  unstable,  unreal,  and  mocking  is  it !"  said 
the  Disciple  warmly. 

"Lengthen  it,"  answered  Amasis  mysteri- 
ously. "Make  thine  own — thy  very  own — 
all  its  pleasures.  Grasp,  seize,  embody  all  thy 
thoughts  and  feelings, — mock  in  thy  turn  at 
Death !" 

"  These  are  words  !"  said  Azeth  in  a  low 
voice. 

"  They  are  realities,  boy !"  Amasis  an- 
swered. 

"  Mock  at  Death  ?  A  vain  boast !  At  the 
least,"  the  boy  continued  checking  himself, 
and  blushing,  "  at  the  least  it  is  a  vain  boast 
for  me !" 

"Grant  it,"  said  the  Priest.  "Yet  thou 
wilt  not  die,  even  though  there  exists  not  thy 
Hereafter  !  And  though  I  told  thee  that  thy 
dreams  of  eternal  bliss  in  the  Spheres  of  the 
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Blest  were  empty,  and  that  neither  thou,  nor  I, 
should  rise  again  as  Amasia  the  Hierophant, 
and  as  Azeth  the  Neophyte,  yet  remember 
that  thou, — thy  existence, — thy  component., 
parts, — will  not  be  lost ;  but  will  mix  with 
the  grand  life  of  the  Universe,  and  become 
again  recreate,— again  living!  And  said  I 
not  rightly,  when  I  named  each  man  a 
microcosm  ?  Is  there  not  in  him,  too,  enacted 
the  part  of  the  Triad?  The  creation,  conti- 
nuance, and  destruction,  in  his  birth,  life  and 
death  ?  And  the  death  and  the  birth  unite  in 
the  circle  of  man's  world,  as  the  dissolution 
and  creation  unite  in  the  circle  of  nature's 
world." 

"  And  the  metempsychosis  is  true,  father  ?" 
said  Azeth  very  slowly. 

"  Aye !  as  to  the  individual  life,  but  not  the 
individual  consciousness.  Life  cannot  die. 
It  may  change,  and  it  does  change ;  but  it 
cannot  be  annihilated.  Yet  I  understand  thy 
question.  Thou  wouldst  bring  me  to  say 
that  the  spirit,  the  soul  of  man  transmigrates? 
Nay,  nay,  boy !  The  place  of  the  soul  is  the 
heart ; — and  the  heart  is  the  throne  of  life. 
When  the  one  dies— or  rather  say,  is  trans- 
formed into  some  new  creation,— the  spirit 
is  likewise  spread  over  the  face  of  the  earth. 
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like  rays  from  the  noonday  sun.  It  may 
be  concentrated  as  these  rays  are  concentrated  ; 
but  remove  the  glass — break  it — place  a  leaf 
of  a  flower  between  the  surface  and  sunbeams, 
and  all  is  lost.  Thou  dost  understand  me 
well?" 

"  Aye,"  replied  Azeth,  sighing  and  turning 
away. 

"Thou  art  weary,  poor  child?"  repeated  the 
Priest,  changing  his  slow,  majestic  manner,  and 
solemn  voice,  for  one  of  buoyancy,  and  clear 
joyousness.  "  Up  then — away  !  away  !  Think 
on  all  that  I  have  promised  thee  this  night — 
the  kiss  of  thy  starry  angel  I  Away  to  thy 
bliss  !" 
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CHAPTER    VI. 


THE    HALL   OF  DELIGHTS.       THE  BANQUET.       THE 
THEBAN   DANCING    GIRLS. 


"  I  MUST  now  bind  thine  eyes,  dear  son ,"  said 
Amasis,  to  his  young  disciple,  as  they  passed 
through  the  last  Pylon  of  the  Temple  of 
Amun.  "  The  way  to  my  Hall  of  Delights 
is  as  secret  as  its  pleasures.  For  I  well  know 
the  charm  which  mystery  ever  adds  to  enjoy- 
ment. Who  prizes  the  common  weed  which 
every  vulgar  hand  may  grasp,  and  every  vulgar 
eye  may  gaze  on?  But  who  does  not  love 
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that  rare  ocean  plant,  which,  born  in  secret  and 
nourished  in  darkness,  appears  before  the  light 
on  the  bosom  of  the  blue  waters,  but  for  that 
brief  moment,  when  Nature's  law  of  love  bids 
it  seek  the  sympathy  of  its  kind  ?     Thou  smil- 
est.     These  considerations  seem  trifling  to  the 
Disciple ;  but  they  are  of  importance   to  the 
Hierophant.  And  thou  wilt  find,  in  after  life,  that 
which  no  young  heart  will  understand,  that  thou 
mayst  not  despise  the  smallest  of  the  ways  by 
which  thou  canst  gain  influence  over  thy  fellow 
men.     Tiiat  which  we  live  for  in  our  outward 
life — in  our  relation  with  our   kind — is  com- 
mand.    What  marks  the  philosopher,  but   his 
dominion  over  his  race  ?     And  what  marks  the 
slave  but  his  submission  ?" 

*'  Thou  knowest  that  thy  practical  philosophy 
ever  chills  my  heart,"  said  Azeth,  making  a 
sign  of  sorrowful  disapprobation. 

"  And  my  speculative  philosophy  ever  ter- 
rifies ?  Poor  child !  thou  must  look  on  me  as 
a  very  incarnation  of  Typhon,  rather  than  as 
thy  guide... thy  father...  thy  teacher...  thy  master 
Azeth?" 

And  the  Priest's  dark  eyes  turned  upon  the 
boy. 
"Aye!  my  master  in  truth?"  replied  Azeth, 
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simply,  and  looking  up  ingenuously,  as  he 
touched  the  Hierophant'a  hand,  then  kissed  hia 
own.  "  I  acknowledge  the  lordly  spirit  which 
can  bind  mine  down  to  submission,  whether  I 
would  be  free  or  bound." 

"  Thou  hast  learnt  this  at  last?"  said  Ama- 
sis,  with  a  low  laugh.      "  And  yet  I  have  had 
trouble  in  teaching    it  to  thee  I      But  let  us 
speak  of  my  Hall.     Thou   shall  feel  in  each 
burning  vein  the  ecstasy  of  life,  and  the  mad- 
dening bliss  of  love  the  god  of  life :  feel,  till 
thou  dost  blush  at  thy  faint-hearted  drooping, 
and  art  ashamed  of  thy  chill  despair !     Here  I 
must  bind  thine  eyes.     Say  I  is  not  this  an  apt 
emblem  of  thy  soul's  darkness  hitherto— by  my 
touch  to  be  brought  into  the  living  light... by 
my  guidance  to  be  translated  into  more  than 
God-like  joy?   Look  on  these  too  grim  guard- 
ian figures,  so  sternly  seated  by  the  giant  por- 
tal,  how  they  seemed  to  frown  on  us  as  we 
passed  ;  and  those  colossal  sphynxes,  how  they 
seemed  to  threaten  us,  as  we  trod  their  gloomy 
way!      Thus  did  all  thy  fears  threaten   and 
frown  on  thee.     Yet  the  one  are  lifeless  and 
harmless  as  the  other.     Mere  types  of  abstract 
ideas  are  these  stony  monsters ;  mere  echoes  of 
baseless  imaginings   were  thy  foolish  doubts^! 
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Now  thy  bandage  fits  thee  well !  Where  is 
thy  hand  ?  Be  not  afraid  my  child  !  Why  lo  ! 
thy  hand  is  deathly  cold.  When  wilt  thou  learn 
courage — when  wilt  thou  gain  manliness  ?  Fye 
on  thy  cowardice !" 

"  I  fear  nothing,"  said  Azeth,  in  a  low  voice. 
"But  it  is  all  so  strange... so  dark... so  mysteri- 
ous, that..." 

"  Thou  dost  mistrust  the  end  ?"  interrupted 
the  Priest.  "  Ha  !  ha !  Thou  wilt  make  a  per- 
fect Isiac  Hierophant ! — a  perfect  professor  and 
follower  of  the  Loveless  Law  I  Thy  foolish 
heart  can  as  little  comprehend  the  meaning  of 
that  word  Love,  as  thy  senses  would  compre- 
hend the  jargon  of  the  pale-faced  Barbarian  of 
the  Land  of  Flowers  !" 

"  My  heart  understands  not  love  ?"  repeated 
Azeth,  with  a  quick  flush.  *'  Then  thou  hast 
read  its  tablets  ill,  my  father!" 

"Pshaw!  thy  affections  are  too  etherial  for  this 
world,"  returned  Amasis.  "  Thou  dost  love  as  a  pu- 
ling girl—nay,  rather  as  a  disembodied  phantom — 
not  as  a  warm,  passionate,  noble  man!  Go,  offer 
thy  pale  affection  at  the  shrine  of  one  of  Egypt's 
daughters  :  she  would  laugh  both  it  and  thee 
to  scorn  !  How  oft  must  I  remind  thee,  that 
the  passions  and  the  feelings  of  humanity  are 
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meet  for  its  life ;  that  thou  must  leave  intan- 
gible sentiment  to  the  white-robed  manes  of  the 
tomb,  and  thyself  cling  to  the  sensuous  ?" 

"  It  sounds  strange  to  my  ears,  that  thou 
shouldst  accuse  me  of  coldness,"  said  Azeth, 
quietly. 

"  I  will  not  bewilder  thee  with  discus- 
sions," answered  Amasis  in  a  cheery,  rich 
voice.  "  In  the  schools. ..reason  ;  in  the  ban- 
quet-room ...  pleasure.  Doth  not  judgment 
thus  mete  it  out?" 

Azeth  merely  pressed  the  hand  of  his 
guide,  but  made  no  farther  answer.  He  was 
now  so  completely  subdued... so  wholly  en- 
thralled... that  he  could  not  make  the  effort  of 
thought,  still  less  of  contradiction.  And  thus 
they  pursued  their  way  in  silence,  until 
they  had  advanced  a  considerable  distance  in 
the  winding  passages  of  the  Temple. 

"  Here  stoop  thy  head ;  now  draw  near  to 
me,  the  way  grows  narrower;  we  approach 
some  steps :  now  swerve  aside  from  the  angle  . 
now  thou  must  halt  for  a  moment,  we  cannot 
proceed  until  I  have  opened  a  passage." 

Such  were  the  injunctions  which  the  Priest 
uttered  from  time  to  time,  as  he  led  his  young 
companion,  truth  to  say  with  infinite  gentle- 
ness, through  the  intricacies  of  their  path. 
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The  moments  seemed  melting  into  hours, 
the  way  lengthening  to  infinity.  The  boy 
grew  weary  and  hopeless.  Surely  the  time 
would  never  come,  when  he  should  behold  the 
glories  which  had  been  promised  him.  They 
seemed  like  that  magic  garden  of  the  Spice 
Land — which,  ever  hovering  on  the  horizon  — 
ever  apparently  within  the  wanderer's  reach — 
still  recedes  as  he  draws  near,  and  at  last, 
wholly  vanishing,  leaves  him  to  disappoint- 
ment, solitude,  and  despair ;  with  nought  but 
the  scream  of  the  vulture,  and  the  laugh  of 
the  hyena,  to  accompany  him  through  the 
desert. 

Suddenly  Amasis  bid  him,  "  Stay  ,"  in  a 
voice  whose  agitated  tone  was  strangely  al- 
tered from  its  usual  calmness.  Now  there 
was  exultation,  passion,  a  fierce  excitement, 
and  a  melancholy  distrust,  all  mingled  in  the 
quick  hurried  tone  in  which  his  words  were 
spoken. 

And,  as  the  Priest  thus  spoke,  Azeth  felt 
that  they  had  gained  another  sphere  than  that 
which  they  had  lately  traversed.  They  were 
now  in  light,  and  warmth,  and  perfumed  airs 
that  waved  about  like  the  wings  of  those  radiant 
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birds  who  bring  the  fresh  odours  from  the  cin- 
namon groves,  and  the  citron  bowers.  The 
splash  of  water  was  heard,  falling  with  a  cool 
delicious  sound  upon  the  marble  pavement 
below;  and  songs  were  poured  forth  from 
spots,  where  shrubs  and  flowers  rustled  audi- 
bly, as  the  night-winds  passed  them  by. 

Azeth,  still  blindfold,  feared  that  this  sudden 
change  was  but  some  delusion  of  the  fancy. 
The  transition  was  so  swift  and  so  glorious  I 
For  though  he  might  not  look  upon  the  beau- 
ties round,  each  other  sense,  sharpened  into 
intensity  by  the  deprivation  of  sight,  spoke 
eloquently  of  their  delights.  The  odours  of 
the  flowers  —  strange  odours  coming  from 
plants  unknown  to  him ;  the  melodies  of  the 
imprisoned  birds,  whose  nested  cages  were 
filled  with  every  sweet  blossoming  shrub,  and 
every  scented  herb ;  the  tinkling  splash  of  the 
laughing  waters ;  the  softness  of  the  air ;  and 
the  whispering  of  woman's  sweet  voices ;  their 
hushed  laughter — their  gentle  tread  coming 
like  distant  music  to  the  ear — the  touch  of  the 
warm  young  cheek — the  sweeping  hair  falling 
lightly  on  his  brow — and  once,  a  shy  pressure 
that  seemed  to  have  been  given  by  one,  half 
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child,  half  woman;  all  told  Azeth  that  this 
must  be,  at  last,  the  charmed  Hall  of  Delight. 

Breathless  he  stood ;  afraid  to  move- 
afraid  to  speak — lest  it  should  be  only  a  magic 
vision  which  the  rough  breath  would  break. 
He  heard  the  Priest's  subdued  words,  as  he 
spoke  in  whispers  to  girls  who  had  crowded 
round.  He  heard  the  rustling  of  rich  gar- 
ments, the  musical  clanking  of  golden  chains, 
and  bands,  and  the  sweet  bells  of  the  girdling 
zone,  the  pattering  of  small  feet,  and  the 
waving  of  flower  leaves,  as  one  girl  laugh- 
ingly bid  the  Priest  stoop,  that  the  might 
wreathe  his  locks  with  her  garland.  Then 
suddenly  the  sounds  ceased,  and  only  the  float- 
ing of  the  women's  robes  broke  through  the 
songs  of  the  plumed  prisoners.  'And  now 
they  all  seemed  to  flee  away  in  one  dancing 
troop. 

Then  Amasis  coming  to  the  boy,  took  the 
folds  from  before  his  eyes,  and  bid  him  in  ex- 
ulting accents  ;  "  Look  up." 

Azeth  obeyed ;  but  started  as  his  eyes  fell 
upon  the  Priest.  The  plain  white  linen  gar- 
ment which  he  had  worn,  when  last  the  boy 
had  looked  on  him,  was  now  exchanged  for  a 
purple  robe  of  foreign  material,  embroidered 
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with  bright  and  gorgeous  colours  in  graceful 
patterns  of  scrolls,  and  flowers — stiff  with  its 
gold  and  needle-work,  and  dazzling  the  eye 
that  beheld  it.  The  rays  of  the  lamps 
which  hung  like  earth-born  stars,  half  shown 
half  shrouded  in  their  leafy  heavens,  entangled 
themselves  in  the  folds,  and  shone  on  the 
golden  threads,  and  beautiful  colours  of  the 
embroidery,  till  all  became  one  mass  of  blind- 
ing radiance.  The  hues  changed  with  each 
different  light ;  and  hardly  had  the  eye  looked 
on  one  bright  tint,  than  another,  still  more 
beautiful,  swept  this  away  :  hardly  had  one 
pictured  flower  been  sho\7n  by  the  opening 
fold,  than  a  hundred  others  appeared  to  claim 
the  truest  likeness  to  nature.  And  as  the 
plaits  now  divided,  now  closed,  a  faint  but 
sweet  perfume  stole  out,  as  if  these  pictured 
flowers,  were  indeed,  the  very  children  of  the 
day,  each  attended  by  her  own  favorite  mes- 
senger of  odour. 

Beneath  this  heavy  silken  upper  robe,  the 
Priest  wore  another  of  the  thinnest  muslin, 
fringed  round  the  hem  with  a  broad  ribbon, 
and  bound  round  his  waist  by  a  girdle  of 
chased  gold,  upon  which  were  set  precious 
stones  in  lavish  profusion.  Neither  garment 
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had  sleeves,  but  his  arms,  for  all  coverings 
were  cinctured  with  golden  bands.  Jewels 
blazed  upon  his  hands  ;  and  round  his  bared 
throat  hung  chains  of  exquisite  patterns,  and 
more  exquisite  workmanship.  Here  twined  a 
long,  slender  tendril,  from  which  branched  out 
small  flowers  made  of  that  pale  blue  stone — 
the  Virgin  of  the  Gems,. ..there  swung  a  nar- 
row string  of  leaves,  that  met,  and  clanked 
together  with  a  most  melodious,  sound. 
And  one  ornament,  a  broad  massive  band 
crossing  his  breast  diagonally,  and  bound 
tightly  round,  was  covered  with  strange  charac-  * 
ters  of  mystic  import.  Round  the  Hiero-  «V 
phant's  raven- coloured  hair  was  a  chaplet  of 
flowers  of  the  Thebaid  ;  in  his  hand  he  held 
another  wreath,  which  partly  round  his  neck, 
and  partly  fallen  from  his  shoulders,  seemed  as 
if  it  had  been  flung  on  by  some  unskilful  hand... 
perhaps  by  one,  whose  laughing  love  had  over- 
powered her,  in  the  very  act  of  thus  attiring 
him. 

The  countenance  of  the  Priest  was 
changed  even  more  than  his  appearance. 
Where  was  the  thought  ?— where  the  gran- 
deur ? — the  flashing  pride  ? — the  burning  pas- 
sion?—the  haughty  scorn?  All  melted  into 
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one  soft  expression  of  voluptuous  repose  ! 
And  yet  could  Azeth  have  rightly  read  the 
depths  of  that  full  eye,  he  had  seen  from  be- 
neath all  its  languor — all  its  luxurious  dreami- 
ness— a  vigilant  penetration,  mixed  with  cold, 
sneering,  biting  scorn,  that  would  have  startled 
him  from  his  security  !  But  the  magic  of  the 
Hall  of  Delights  had  worked  its  spell  upon  the 
young  Disciple.  The  air,  heavy  and  clogged 
with  sweetness,  falling  on  the  limbs  like  misty 
chains  from  the  Land  of  Dreams — fettering 
the  strength — quelling  the  heart's  vigour — 
lulling  to  forgetfulness  each  manlv  purpose — 
subduing  into  weakness  each  stern  resolu- 
tion— making  the  coldest,  passionate — the  most 
guarded,  its  slave — had  sunk  on  the  senses  of 
Azeth  with  the  intoxication  of  wine.  All 
about  him  spoke  but  of  one  feeling — all  was 
instinct  with  but  one  sentiment.  Well  had 
the  Priest  known  what  witchery  for  the  youth- 
ful soul  lieth  in  the  Beautiful  ! 

The  room  in  which  the  pair  now  stood  was 
filled  to  excess  with  flowers,  and  shrubs,  and 
tender  clinging  plants  winding  up  the  shafts 
of  the  porphyry  columns.  Every  odour  which 
the  young  birds  love — every  blossom  where 
the  soft  moths  dwell,  bloomed  and  waved  in 
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painted  porcelain  vases.  Cages,  made  of  fine 
gold  wires,  were  brought  from  column  to  co- 
lumn, and  carried  up  to  the  lofty  roof.  And 
there,  in  the  cups  of  some  flowers,  nestled  the 
tiny  insect-bird — there,  amongst  the  dark 
green  leaves,  flitted  troops  of  radiant  moths, 
and  flies  shaped  like  the  purple  bud  of  ths 
water-plants,  whose  wings  were  lustrous  and 
seemed  to  scatter  light,  as  the  morning  scat- 
ters dew,  upon  the  blossom's  lips.  Here,  the 
small  golden  bird  of  the  Islands  of  the  Blessed 
swelled  its  yellow  throat,  and  poured  out  its 
very  soul  in  passionate  harmony.  And  the 
sweet-voiced  lover  of  the  crimson  rose,  whose 
fond  heart  breaks  as  its  flowe/et  dies  ;  and 
the  graceful  feathered  monarch,  with  his  long 
plumage  trailing  on  the  glancing  sand  —he 
who  intoxicates  himself  with  the  dew  of 
the  young  buds,  and  falls  on  the  ground, 
drunk  with  their  scented  loves  ;  and  farther 
off,  sitting  side  by  side  so  close  that  their  soft 
wings  overlapped,  was  that  sweet  pair  of  lovers, 
whose  feathers  pressed  together  like  caressing 
fingers,  whose  eyes  for  ever  looking  into  each 
other,  whose  crimson  beaks  for  ever  joined, 
spoke  them  nature's  fondest  elves  of  the  air ; 
and  the  lapwing,  with  its  breast  of  sapphire, 
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and  its  wings  of  gold,  who  dies  if  removed 
from  the  Land  of  Osiris ;... and  the  emerald 
bee-eater ;  and  blue  and  scarlet  pigeons  ; — and 
doves,  with  their  gentle  eyes,  and  that  one 
small  rosy  band  encircling  their  ashen-coloured 
throats  ; — and  every  sweetest  bird  of  the  aery 
fields  fluttered  its  wings  amongst  the  flowers 
and  shrubs  which  grew  within  these  gilded 
cells. 

In  larger  cages  were  confined  others  of  larger 
size,  and  still  more  dazzling  plumage.  The  Bird 
of  Eyes,  with  his  glorious  train  of  green,  and 
gold,  and  purple,  slowly  moved  his  long  lithe 
neck,  and  turned  his  eyes  with  proud  majesty  on 
his  gentle  mate,  as  he  waved  his  dancing  crest 
of  slender  plumes.  And  the  golden  pheasant 
of  Nepaul,  and  the  mockers  of  human 
speech,  from  the  Indian  groves,  were  there. 
These  last  were  chattering  loudly,  and  re- 
peating, unknowing  what  they  said,  short 
words  of  love  which  had  been  taught  them. 
And  one  called  out,  louder  than  the  rest, 
"  Lysirioe,  beautiful  Lysinoe!"  as  Azeth 
touched  his  purple  neck.  They  were  the 
Birds  of  the  Magi-incorporate  demons, 
whispering  supernatural  revelations  —  sweet 
spirits  which  the  Master  had  imprisoned. 
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A  bright  collection  of  living  beauty  was  in 
this  wide  chamber !  It  looked  like  a  garden  of 
nature's  own  making,  which  she  had  formed 
for  the  faye,  and  elves,  and  peri  spirits  to  sport 
and  delight  in ;  wherein  she  had  brought  to- 
gether all  the  various  loveliness  of  her  differ- 
ent fields  and  groves... all  the  various  glories 
of  her  different  skies,— to  strew  the  way  of  her 
darlings  with  nought  but  grace  and  harmony. 
And  the  airs  that  sped  through  the  opened 
windows,  went  far  far  away  through  the  blue 
ether,  to  tell  the  free  butterflies  and  birds 
how  much  sweeter  \vaa  captivity  in  the 
Hall  of  Delights,  than  the  cold  liberty  of 
the  dying,  desolate,  night-black  woods. 

"  What  sayest  thou  of  my  taste  ?"  asked 
Amasis  languidly.  "  Couldst  thou  frame  a 
brighter  spot  than  this  for.  young  Delight  ?  Is 
not  each  bud  its  cradle? — is  not  each  leaf  its 
throne  ? — is  not  each  bird  its  melodious  pro- 
claimer? — each  moth  its  downy  messenger? 
Do  not  the  odours  speak  to  thee,  like  living 
words,  and  tell  thee  that  Life  is  Love  and  Joy 
and  Beauty?  And  if  they  tell  thee  this, 
Azeth,  the  blossoms'  sighs  declare  life's  deepest 
truth  !  "What  dost  thou  say  to  my  flower- 
spoken  philosophy?" 
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"  Hush  that  word,"  said  Azeth  almost  in  a 
whisper.  "Philosophy  is  as  little  meet  for 
these  halls,  as  the  corpse  for  the  maiden's  play- 
mate!" 

'•I  thank  thee  for  thy  reproof  !"  replied 
Amasis.  And  as  he  spoke  a  strange,  sharp, 
glance,  like  a  flame  dividing  a  misty  cloud,  shot 
from  under  the  half-closed,  heavy  lid.  "  We 
will,  then,  forget  this  cold  existence,  and  re- 
member only  the  warmth  of  the  delicious 
present.  Thou  shalt  see  brighter  things  yet ! 
Come  with  me !"  Taking  his  hand,  as  if  he 
had  been  a  mere  child,  the  Priest  led  him 
through  this  garden-hall  into  the  chamber  next 
it,  saying,  as  he  went  ;  "  Remember,  that  I 
am  no  longer  Amasis  the  Hierophant  ;  but 
Amasis  the  Lord  of  Pleasure !  Call  me  no 
longer  father,  but  brother  and  mate..  Forget 
that  the  Purple  Fillet  has  ever  bound  my 
brow,  and  see  me  only  as  the  Great  Magus 
who  has  called  up,  with  his  enchantments,  shapes 
and  sounds  of  joy.  Blot  out  from  thy  soul 
the  knowledge  that  I  have  ever  stood  beside 
the  Veil,  and  taught  from  the  door  of  the 
Adytum." 

What  made  the  boy  stop  and  tremble? 
That  solitary  star  which  gazed  on  him  tenderly 
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reproachful,  and  seemed  to  weep,  as  a  light 
cloud  passed  over  it  ?  But  Amasis  threw  open 
the  ebony  doors,  and  Azeth  must  perforce 
forget  all  else  in  the  scene  which  now  lay  be- 
fore him. 

A  long  vista, — reaching  far  as  the  eye  could 
see, — where  the  countless  lamps,  shining  among 
the  flowers  which  hung  in  wreaths  and  gar- 
lands on  the  painted  walls  and  round  the  mar- 
ble pillars,  and  peeping  amongst  the  folds  of 
the  rich  tapestry  of  Babylon,  seemed  like 
gems  scattering  about  their  blinding  radiance ; 
where  the  sculptured  columns,  bound  with 
light  and  odour  as  with  a  golden  cord,  seemed 
to  be  all  of  flame ;  where  gold  and  silver  shone 
about,  as  if  that  marble  hall  had  been  a  very  mine  ; 
and  precious  stones  flashed  everywhere  their 
radiant  loves,... such  was  the  scene  which  now 
revealed  itself  to  the  boy.  And  as  he  slowly 
walked  by  the  side  of  the  Hierophant,he  felt  as  if 
each  lamp,  and  bud,  and  painted  picture  on  the 
walls,  and  sculptured  figure  on  the  roof,  were 
each  and  all  sentient  things— living  eyes  and 
warm  voices — welcoming  him  as  he  approached. 
There  could  not  be  dead,  cold,  insensuous 
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matter,  in  this  chamber  of  beauty  and  of  light ! 

Its  Beauty  of  itself  was  Being ! 
On    the    low     step     round    the    chamber, 

or  standing  within  the  door-ways  of  other 
rooms,  large  and  brilliant  and  magnificent 
as  this; — or  placed  between  the  intercolu- 
minations  of  the  double  rows  of  pillars, 
were  the  statues  which  Amasis  had  caused 
to  be  brought  from  various  foreign  coun- 
tries. But  were  they  all  statues  ?  Did  not 
the  boy  see  the  rich  blood  mantle  over  the 
downy  cheek?  Did  he  not  see  the  gauzy 
garments  heave  with  the  warm  bosom's 
pulse?  Did  he  not  mark  the  arch  smile? — 
the  dark,  gazelle-like  eye  slily  opening  as  he 
passed,  looking  out  from  its  curtaining  lashes, 
eloquent  as  if  it  were  uttered  speech  ?  \Vras  life 
itself  so  mocked  at  by  art  ?  It  could  not  be  ! 
Youth, — beauty,— passion, — all  revealed  the 
secret  of  the  breathing  marble  ! 

A  subdued  strain  of  music  now  stole  through 

O 

the  air  ;  and,  as  it  sounded,  the  lovely  statues 
seemed  to  waken  gradually  into  an  animated  ex- 
istence. The  harmony  was  soft  and  gentle,  as 
if  it  feared  to  break  this  spelled  sleep  too 
roughly.  It  sounded  like  the  first  whisper 
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of  the  heart  when  the  voice  is  so  tender  that 
the  timid  maid  cannot  fear,  but  must  perforce 
listen  in  rapt  attention ;... forgetful  that  the 
storm  oft  follows  on  the  steps  of  the  beautiful 
Day-god  Ehoou,  as  he  rises  from  the  lily  throne. 
And  in  obedience  to  this  call,  the  marble 
seemed  to  blush  into  glowing  life,  and  waken 
into  consciousness  by  love.  Louder,  wilder, 
bolder  carne  the  strains;  —brighter  blushed  the 
stone;  and  with  the  last  ecstatic  blast  the  charm 
was  dissolved,  and  the  living  maidens  vaulted 
from  their  places.  And  some  ran  gaily  to  the 
Hierophant,  and  others  crowding  round  the 
boy,  looked  on  him  with  a  kind  of  shy  surprise 
at  his  presence,  as  he  turned  his  eyes  from 
each  to  each  in  bewildered  admiration. 

"  Thou  didst  not  think  that  those  motionless 
forms,  standing  still  and  silent  as  the  truer 
stone  beside  them,  would  so  soon  be  called 
up  into  life  by  the  Magic  Voice  ?"  said 
Amasis  in  a  low  voice  to  the  Disciple ;  then 
turning  to  the  girls,  who  were  the  two  most 
celebrated  bands  of  Dancing  Girls  which 
the  gates  of  the  Eternal  City  held — the 
Baud  of  the  Three,  and  that  oi  the  Twenty,  of 
which  Nausicae  was  chief,... he  added  gaily; 
*'  Sweet  maidens !  well  have  ye  played  your 
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parts,  and  much  do  I  praise  and  thank  ye ! 
But,  traitresses !  saw  I  not  many  a  flashing 
eye  gleam  out,  and  many  a  ripe  lip  smile,  as 
the  chill  novice  passed  ye  by  ?  For  all  that  I 
praise,  may  I  not  likewise  condemn?  But  I 
must  forgive  ye,  girls  !...and  make  ye  pay  me 
now  that  same  dewy  forfeit  which  your  twin 
rosebuds  offered  as  I  looked; — mocking  me 
for  mine  inability  to  claim  it  then  !  Doth  not 
this  seem  fair,  sweet  Eirene  ?" 

"  Nay,  nay,  holy  father  !"  laughed  the  girl. 
"  Tush,  maid  !  why  call  me  father  ?"  cried 
Amasis.  "  Lord  of  the  Hall  of  Delights,  I 
am  no  longer  the  cold  elder — the  stern  philo- 
sopher;...! am  a  man  ;...a  warm,  living  soul; 
...a  fond  lover  of  ye  all.. .all,  maidens!  all! 
"  My  heart  is  large  enough  to  embrace  ye 
every  one !" 

"Yet  we  must  each  have  but  a  scanty  share, 
how  large  so  ever  it  be !"  said  Isenofra  pouting, 
as  she  looked  round  on  the  troops  of  maidens 
that  crowded  through  the  chambers.  "  I  had 
rather  a  humbler  love,  and  undivided,  than 
the  moiety  of  the  most  splendid  soul." 

"  Ha!  my  jealous  queen,  what  rebel  words 
are  these  ?  Nay,  now  I  swear  that  I  will  sub- 
due thee  into  penitence  or  ere  the  night  be  one 
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hour  older.  Come  hither,  girl,  for  thy  chas- 
tisement." 

"  If  thou  canst  overtake  me,"  exclaimed 
Isenofra  saucily,  shaking  the  small  bells 
which  hung  round  her  wrists,  as  she 
bounded  past  the  Priest;  tempting  him,  by 
coming  so  close,  that  her  long,  loose  tresses 
swept  over  his  neck. 

"  Ah !  thou  sauciest  of  thy  sex !  thou  art 
but  heaping  up  fresh  penance  for  thyself !  Is 
it  not  so,  Berenice  ?" 

*'  A  penance,  methinks,  willingly  per- 
formed," drawled  Berenice,  who  had  quietly 
established  herself  near  to  Azeth,  and  now 
was  playing  with  his  soft  hair ;  as  innocently 
as  if  they  had  both  been  children,  rather  than 
he  a  youth,  and  she  a  maiden,  in  the  warmest 
hour  of  life's  day. 

"  Hast  thou  undertaken  the  boy's  education, 
sweet  one  ?"  asked  Amasis. 

"  Not  as  yet.  But,  if  such  thy  will,  I  pro- 
mise to  make  him  a  good  pupil,  unless  he  be 
marvellously  slow  of  learning,"  answered  the 
Dancing-girl  with  a  pretty  smile,  as  she  laid 
her  hand  upon  the  Disciple's  shoulder.  "  Thou 
art  very  young !"  she  added  in  an  under  tone, 
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looking  up  into  his  face.  "  Why !  thou  art 
but  a  child!  Thou  art  too  young  for  these 
fearful  Halls  !"  and  she  slightly  shuddered. 

f<  I  am  younger,  Berenice !"  exclaimed 
Eirene.  "  Yet  our  Lord  deems  me  old  enough 
to  partake  of  the  glories  of  his  banquet 
rooms  I" 

"  It  is  because  he  is  older  that  these  places  are 
the  more  dangerous  for  him !"  said  Berenice. 
"  Thou  art  too  childish  to  understand  their 
meaning." 

*  Am  I  so  ?'*  replied  the  young  girl  archly. 
"  Nay !  nay !  I  may  look  as  a  child,  Berenice, 
but  I  feel  as  a  woman." 

"  So  would  say  the  babe  at  the  breast, 
could  he  but  lisp  the  words,"  said  Pyrrha 
one  of  the  Twenty... a  band,  composed  of 
maidens  whose  profession  was  more  the  per- 
formance of  feats  of  skill  and  agility,  than  the 
dance.  "  It  is  a  common  conceit  with  children 
— that  of  wishing  to  pass  as  equals  among 
their  elders." 

Eirene  looked  half  spitefully  at  Pyrrha. 
But  too  light  of  heart,  too  merry  and  good- 
natured,  to  feel  displeasure  long,  her  bright 
eyes  soon  relaxed  into  their  usual  laugh. 
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"  Thou  art  mischievous ;  but  thou  art  a 
bright-hearted  thing !"  cried  Pyrrha,  slightly 
relaxing  the  usual  stiffness  of  her  Egyptian 
manners,  as  she  watched  the  bounding  figure 
of  the  young  dancer.  "  Thou  canst  make 
thyself  not  only  forgiven,  but  beloved." 

"  Can  I  so?  then  come  with  me,  boy,"  said 
Eirene  dancing  backwards,  and  beckoning 
that  Azeth  should  follow  her.  "  Berenice 
hath  another  love  at — " 

"  Peace,  child !"  interrupted  Berenice 
blushing. 

"  Aye,  'peace !'  and '  peace  !'  and  still  'peace  !' 
when  the  name  of  the  gallant  Zminis  is  but 
breathed.  Why  may  not  the  brave  soldier 
have  his  place  in  the  dancing-maiden's  talk  ?" 

"  For  the  cold  Twenty  ?  Wouldst  thou 
profane  his  dear  name  by  sending  out  its  pure 
sound  through  this  tainted  atmosphere?"  cried 
Berenice  with  sudden  energy  ;  her  sweet  face 
crimsoned  with  the  warmth  of  her  heart  and 
words. 

"  Thou  art  right,  and  I  waa  wrong,  Bere- 
nice !"  said  Eirene  gravely.  "  Forgive  me  !" 

"  That  word  could  surely  blot  out  the  re- 
membrance of  any  offence  !"  said  Azeth 
kindly. 
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"Ah!  that  was  gallant!    that  was  brave! 
and  worthy  even  of  a  soldier  to  whom   the 
Ring  and  Banner  were  entrusted,"   returned 
Eirene.     "  Come  with  me  !     I  will  teach  thee 
the  meaning  of  these  rare  beauties ;    the  uses 
of  the  cups,  and  vases,  and  engraven  gems  — 
scarabaei — amulets — all  will  I  explain  to  thee. 
And  yet  another  lesson,"  she  added  archly. 
''  Its  name  and  nature?" 
"  To  speak  it,  is  to  teach  it,"  said  Eirene 
looking  at  the  boy  through  her  fingers,  as  she 
spead  them  over  her  eyes,  feigning  to  blush. 
"  And  to  teach  it  well,  both  master  and  pupil 
must  be  young,  they  say.     But  I  know  nought 
of  it.     I  should  teach  thee  as  my  first  essay 
at  the  work." 

Azeth  shook  his  head. 

*'  Too  light,  and  too  forward  of  speech !" 
he  muttered  to  himself.  "  This  is  not  my 
love." 

"  What  is  thy  name,  boy  ?"  continued  the 
young  dancing-girl,  coming  nearer,  and  looking 
into  Azeth' s  eyes.  "  Tell  me  what  dear  word 
I  may  learn  my  heart  to  repeat  in  my 
dreams." 

*;  Wouldst  thou,  then,  teach  my  name  to 
thy  young  heart,  and  hide  it  there,  alone — un- 
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disturbed  by  bold  intruders  ?  Wouldst  thou 
lay  it  on  thy  memory,  and  love  it  as  thou 
thought?"  And  the  voice  of  Azeth  startled 
the  thoughtless  maids  ;  it  sounded  so  plaintive, 
and  so  strangely  pure. 

"  Nay ,    I  shall  chide,"  exclaimed  Amasis, 
who  had  been  standing  at  some  little  distance 
apart,  listening   to   the  Dancing-girl's  merry 
prattle.     "  I  shall  chide  ye  all,  my  maids  !  if 
your  spells  cannot  chase  away  this  demon  of 
gloom,  which  hath  so  long  brooded  over  the 
boy's   heart.     I   brought   him  hither  to  learn 
the  meaning  of  delight.      And  I  know  that 
the  youth's  best  teachers  of  this  word  were 
ever  the  lips  and  eyes  of  earth's  true  divini- 
ties...ye  bright-haired  women !     But  if  ye  are 
dull,  then   must  1  banish  ye  from  my  Halls, 
and    people   my    Heaven    with    more   skilful 
Angels.     Ye,  who  love  the  Mysterious  Feasts, 
take  heed  that  ye  deserve  them."     And,  in  an 
instant,   the   dreamy   voluptuousness    of    the 
Priest's   manner  changed  to  the  sternest  com- 
mand as  he  uttered  this  menace  to  the  Maidens. 
His  curled  lip    and    haughty   eye   affrighted 
some  of  the  more  timid,  for  they  clung  to  each 
other,  ajid  turned  their  pale  looks  upon  him  in 
silent  dread. 

"  Nay,  thou  needst  not  fear,"  cried  Azeth 
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laughing  loudly.  "  Thou  must  deem  me,  in 
truth,  a  very  child,  if  thou  canst  hold  such 
language  to  my  face.  Ye  shall  not  find  me 
so  dull  a  scholar,  sweet  mistresses !"  he  said, 
addressing  the  girls.  "  Each  faint  motion  of 
your  flowery  rod  I  will  heed  and  obey.  Nay ! 
I  promise  not  to  obey,  either.  For  so  dear 
will  be  your  pretty  anger ;  so  delightful  to 
hear  your  glowing  lips  repeat  and  repeat  the 
same  sweet  lesson ;  so  precious  the  impatient 
chastisement,  the  little  hand  falling  like  a  rose 
leaf  on  mine  own;  that  I  will  be  wilfully 
slow,  to  lengthen  out  the  delicious  luxury  of 
my  pupilage.  I  will  wantonly  offend,  that  I 
may  soothe  the  pouting  lip  to  smiles,  and  the 
frowning  brow  to  love.  Heed  not  the  Master's 
stern  threats,  ye  sweet  Doves  of  Beauty.  Ye 
shall  not  lose  your  place  in  the  Hall,  because 
ye  could  not  teach  Azeth,  Delight  and  Love." 
*'  In  good  faith  ye  are  potent  instructors, 
fair  maids,"  cried  Amasis;  u  for  I  swear  to  ye 
this  is  the  first  symptom  of  manliness  your 
pupil  hath  shown.  Now  thou  art  brave,  boy. 
Now  thou  art  as  I  would  have  thee.  Say... is 
my  task  so  hard  to  fulfil... my  instructions  so 
hard  to  obey?  Dost  thou  find  Pleasure 
such  a  coy  nymph  that  she  must  be  wooed  a 
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life  long  ere  she  be  won  ?  Or,  is  she  not, 
rather  a  frank,  free  maid,  that  will  flash  back 
smile  for  smile,  and  laugh  for  laugh,  to  each  of 
the  hundred  worshippers  who  flock  around  her 
way?" 

"  Aye ,  thou  wert  right  in  this,  as  in  all 
things,"  replied  Azeth  recklessly.  "  Pleasure 
is  indeed  a  kind,  loving  maid,  who  scarce  waits 
for  the  prayer,  ere  her  love  be  proffered/' 

"  A  glowing  simile,  child." 

"A  simile  of  thine  own  teaching,"  exclaimed 
the  boy  with  a  fevered  look. 

"  And  thou  wilt  adopt  my  teaching?"  asked 
the  Priest  in  a  meaning  voice. 

"  Such  as  this?... aye,  in  very  deed.  Thou 
hast  bound  me  now  in  firmer  fetters  than 
those  which  the  oath  forged.  And  thou  know- 
est  this  too.  Thou  knoweat  that  such  bands, 
light  as  the  wreath  of  mist  on  the  mountain's 
brow,  are  firmer  than  the  chains  which  bind  the 
workers  of  the  Emerald  Mines.  Oh  maidens ," 
he  added  passionately, "  when  ye  twist  the  threads 
of  your  enchantments,  when  ye  bind  smile,  and 
glance,  and  gesture,  in  one  magic  cord,  the 
mighty  Gom  himself  might  not  withstand  its 
strength.  Me  have  you  taken  indeed  a  cap- 
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tive.  Heart. . .soul . . .  thought . . ,  feeling . . .  all, 
have  ye  fettered,  and  led  in  triumph  be- 
neath your  chariot  wheels.  Yet  who  would 
not  love  such  sweet  captivity  ?" 

"  The  charm  hath  done  its  work,"  muttered 
Amasis,  inwardly. 

*'  Surely  there  lives  not  a  man  who  could 
look  upon  us  thus,  and  turn  away  his  eyes !" 
cried  one  girl,  as  she  bounded  past  the  Disciple, 
linked  with  chains  of  flowers  to  a  band,  each 
of  which  was  fairer  than  the  other. 

"  Thou  wouldst  not  bide  in  these  Halls  the 
sole  insensible  ?"  said  a  second,  coming  to 
Azeth,  and  laying  her  taper  fingers  upon  his 
arm. 

*'  Thou  wilt  not  refuse  to  view  our  dance  ?" 
asked  another,  stealing  to  him.  And  crossing 
her  hands  upon  her  bosom  with  an  affectation 
of  imploring  entreaty,  she  glanced  up  with  a 
smile  that  was  half  saucy,  half  alluring. 

"  Youth  of  the  glistening  hair  ! — seems  thy 
hand-maid  worthy  of  thine  attention  ?"  ex- 
claimed a  fourth,  bending  before  him  with  mock 
reverence.  She  had  a  small  box  of  carved 
alabaster,  which  contained  some  of  the  rare 
perfumes  of  Arabia ;  and  opening  it,  she  poured 
the  contents  over  the  boy's  long  hair,  then 
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smoothed  the  dripping  tresses    with  her  soft 
henna-tinged  fingers, 

"  Worthy,  sweet !"  replied  Azeth,  looking  at 
her  graceful  form  and  lovely  face  with  undis- 
guised admiration.  "  The  Gods  themselves 
might  view  thee,  and  love  as  they  gazed  1" 

"  What  !  givest  thou  such  sweet-voiced 
praises  unto  her — and  hast  thou  not  a  flattering 
word  for  me?"  And  the  small,  bird-like  Eirene 
put  her  rosy  hands  over  her  eyes,  and  pretended 
to  weep. 

"Thou  wouldst  hardly  believe  the  young 
Eirene  to  be  the  most  jealous  child  who  ever 
threw  aside  her  puppet  for  the  living  toy — 
the  lover  ?"  exclaimed  one  of  the  oldest  of  the 
maidens. 

"  Puppet  !"  repeated  Eirene.  "  1  have 
cast  away  the  baby's  toys  as  many  years  as 
thou  hast !" 

"  Nay,  nay,  darling  !"  Azeth  said  caressingly, 
"Thy  downy  cheek  is  rounder  than  thy  sis- 
'ter's,  and  thy  limbs  are  yet  too  pliant  for  the 
perfect  woman.  Thou  art  but  a  child,  Eirene  ! 
Yet,"  he  added,  whispering  :  "  thou  art  the 
sweetest  of  the  band,  and  the  one  most  fitted 
for  the  woman's  love  I" 

"  False   boy !    unto    how   many   hast   thou 

VOL.    II.  L 
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already  lisped  these  same  flattering  words? 
Away !  away  !  who  could  trust  so  false  a 
honeyed  tongue?" 

"  Thou  mayst  trust  me,  darling  maid  !  Aye  I 
and  were  I  to  whisper  the  like  words  to  ye  all, 
they  would  be  equally  true  !" 

"Behold  another  Universal  Lover  I"  said 
Eirene  to  Amasis,  kneeling  at  his  feet.  But  it 
was  done  so  childishly,  so  innocently,  that 
the  most  severe  moralist  could  not  have  chid- 
den. 

"  My  pretty  bird !"  cried  Amasis,  stroking 
her  bright  head  and  smiling.  "  Thou  art 
too  old  for  such  baby-ways !  We  cannot 
look  upon  thee,  Eirene,  as  a  child ;  and  yet 
thou  usest  all  a  child's  privileges !  If  thou 
dost  thus  come  about  me,  imust,  indeed,  inter- 
pret it  as  a  challenge  for  my  man's  attention 
—  thus.  See!  how  thou  blushest  '  Fool- 
ish child  !  wert  thou  never  loved  before, 
that  thou  must  hide  thy  face  ?  Now  my  sweet 
maidens,"  he  continued,  to  the  rest.  "  Are  ye 
not  weary  of  your  dancing  play  ?  Would  ye 
not  the  banquet's  joyous  repose  ?  Then 
let  us  to  this  banquet,  where  the  purple  wine 
shall  flow  in  foaming  torrents,  and  make  a 
mirror  wherein  your  flashing  eyes  will  shine 
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more  bright,  and  your  dewy  lips  will-  blush 
more  richly  red.  Foaming  torrents  of  purple 
wine,  like  melted  rubies  in  the  golden  cups ! 
Who  will  bathe  thei*  hearts'  young  pleasure  in 
the  flower-wreathed  bowl!  Ah  !  my  sweet 
devotees  ! — ye  flock  around  like  the  merry , 
vine-crowned  votaries  of  Bubastis!  What 
more  ?  Troops  upon  troops  ye  come  !  each 
a  candidate  for  the  Mareotic  Initiation !  Ye 
need  it  not,  dear  maids!  Youth  and  love  have 
given  ye  more  than  ever  wine  bestowed !  and 
nature's  dew  upon  your  lips  hath  more  power 
of  intoxication  than  the  grape !  What  sayest 
thou,  Azeth  ?  Is  it  not  as  my  words  have 
spoken?" 

"Needst  tj^ou  ask,  O  Auiasis?  Look  on 
my  brow  !  Doth  it  not  glow  with  more  than 
the  goblet's  flush  ?  And  do  not  mine  eyes  tell 
out  more  joy  than  what  the  vine  could  give  ? 
Who  would  hesitate  between  these  two  de- 
lights ?  What  man  would  not  find  more  ec- 
stasy in  the  shy  glance  than  in  the  brightest 
cup  ?" 

"  Thou  art  an  apt  scholar  1"  laughed 
Amasis,  taking  his  hand  and  leading  him  for- 
ward. 

As  they  slowly  passed  through  the  rooms, 
L  3 
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the  music,  which  had  never  ceased,  but  had 
merely  subsided  to  a  faint  whisper — like  an 
echo  of  distant  harmony — a  kind  of  aerial  veil 
for  silence — now  broke  into  louder  strains  that 
floated  through  the  air,  as  spirit-notes  of  wel- 
come. And  loud  and  louder  swelled  the  tones ; 
fuller — deeper — wilder — till  they  became  a  mad 
greeting  given  out  by  the  flushed  Genius  of 
Revelry ;  spoken  intoxication  ;  audible  passion- 
atenees. 

Azeth,  whose  youth  placedin  the  power  of 
all  those  temptations  which  came  in  the  shapes 
of  love  and  beauty,  felt  the  music  sink  into  his 
soul.  Each  note  was  like  a  burning  drop  of 
flame  that  filled  his  veins  with  fire,  and  changed 
his  timid  modesty  into  reckless  boldness. 
There  was  something  tender,  and  lovely,  too, 
amid  all  the  glow  of  mad  pleasure  which  the 
harmony  expressed.  It  was  like  a  woman, 
who,  led  captive  by  her  passions,  in  the  midst  of 
all  her  warmth,  and  all  her  revelry,  looks  back 
with  a  tender  glance  on  those  days  when  inno- 
cence shone  like  a  star  about  her — when  purity 
was  her  robe,  and  modesty  her  veil ;  a  woman, 
whose  lips  moist  with  wine,  and  whose  eyes 
upraised  in  regretful  remembrance,  leave  one 
the  power  to  tell  which  must  she  be— 
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saint  or  sinner.  And  thus  sounded  this  Music 
of  Invitation.  It  was  loud,  passionate,  noisy, 
maddened ;  but  still  through  all  ran  a  little 
silver  sound  —  a  few,  small,  weak  notes — which 
spoke  of  all  that  the  soul  knows  of  good  and 
pure.  The  voices  of  the  intoxicated  father 
shouting  out  his  bacchanalian  chant,  and  the 
child  lisping  his  evening  prayer,  were  not  more 
strangely  mingled  than  those  two  strains  of 
melody. 

With  a  dark  smile  Amasis  watched  the 
changing  countenance  of  the  boy  ;  but  while 
he  thought,  the  girls'  shrill  exclamations  of 
delighted  surprise,  as  a  long  linen  veil  suddenly 
drew  aside  and  repealed  the  glories  of  the 
Banquet  Hall,  startled  him  from  his  momentary 
reverie. 

"  And  ye  are  pleased,  my  birds?"  he  cried 
gaily,  again  forcing  himself  to  appear  only  the 
thoughtless  voluptuary,  solicitous  but  for 
the  smiles  of  maidens  whose  praises,  and 
whose  smiles,  the  meanest  wretch  with  gold 
could  buy. 

fi  Oh!  it  is  well  done  !"  they  cried,  some  of 
them  clapping  their  hands  with  delight,  as 
they  flitted  through  the  chamber,  like  gossa- 
mer shreds  which  same  enchanter  had 
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sculptured  into  such  sweet  forms  as  they  now 
bore. 

The  banquet  room  \vas  indeed  well  calculated 
to  call  forth  commendations.  A.  long  narrow 
table,  of  an  oblong  shape,  occupied  the  upper 
end  of  the  chamber ;  whilst  others,  large  enough 
only  for  one  person  were  placed  down  the  centre. 
The  tables  were  of  carved  alabaster,  or  rare 
woods.  Some  were  painted  with  flowers  and 
hieroglyphs,  and  inlaid  with  ivory,  or  gold,  or 
silver ;  others  were  carved  in  intaglio,  with  beau- 
tiful patterns  as  borderings,  and  picture-pieces 
in  the  centre.  But  now  all  this  was  hidden  by 
the  covering  of  brilliant  flowers,  which,  strewn 
over  the  tables,  concealed  every  part  where  the 
lamps  of  coloured  glass,  nnd  the  porcelain  cups, 
and  massive  golden  goblets  and  plates,  and 
baskets  also  of  gold,  did  not  stand.  They 
were  not  wreathed  into  garlands,  nor  bound  in 
formal  bunches  ;  but  were  in  one  unordered 
mass  of  sweetness.  The  whole  chamber  was 
thickly  strewn  with  flowers.  The  dark  red 
Persian  rose  blushed  beside  her  fairer  sister  of 
the  Memphite  and  Arsinoite  gardens ;  and  the 
ringlets  of  the  sweet  acacia  tree  mingled  with 
the  timid  leaflets  of  that  odorous  Indian  flower, 
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whose  white  buds  droop,  if  a  hand  presses  on 
their  purple-lined  cups  too  roughly.  And  the 
stately  bean-flower — the  darling  of  the  sun — 
and  the  three  precious  roses  of  the  celestial  ca- 
malata  were  twined  with  wreaths  of  the  hum- 
ble creeper  of  the  desert,  and  the  blue  violets' 
fragrant  blossoms  ;  while  the  glorious  Sea  of 
Gold,  the  hemasagora  from  the  shores  of  the 
Ganges,  glittered  through  the  dark  green  of  the 
god-beloved  ivy. 

Round  the  pillars  hung  wreaths  of  blossoms 
— alternating,  and  entwined,  with  bands  of 
flashing  lamps  strung  together  on  a  golden 
string.  On  the  polished  floor  of  stone  were 
scattered  buds  for  the  maidens'  glancing  feet ; 
on  the  pillowed  couches  they  were  strewn,  for 
the  maidens' snuwy  bosoms.  Flowers!  flowers! 
wherever  the  eye  turned  it  rested  on  the 
flowers  of  the  soil,  or  on  those  dearer  flowers  of 
humanity  —  the  warm  girls  nestling  among 
their  earth-born  sisters.  Flowers — flowers — 
nought  but  flowers  -types  and  impersonations 
at  once,  of  beauty — filled  the  Halls  of 
Amasis ! 

Statues  stood  round  about.  Some  were  of 
ivory,  and  others  of  gilded  woods  ;  some  of 
marble,  and  others  of  a  clear  transparent  sub- 
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stance,  like  the  emerald.  Some  waved  therr 
graceful  arms,  beckoning  the  beholder  to  their 
presence  ;  others  folded  their  taper  hands  over 
their  bosoms,  in  beseeching  modesty ;  and  others, 
again,  with  proud  mien  and  queenly  air,  stood 
like  the  incarnations  of  woman'shaughty  dignity  r 
that  denies  all,  from  jealousy  of  a  superior. 
And  each  pedestal  was  garlanded  with  odorous 
blossoms,  over  which  a  few  young,  faery  figures 
hung  in  rapture ;  as  if  those  odours  were  their 
souls'  nourishment — like  the  dew  and  the  per- 
fume which  fed  the  caged  peri. 

On  the  tables  were  cups  of  solid  gold  and 
silver,  set  with  precious  slones;  and  some  of 
that  flashing  gem  whose  fragile  beauty  is 
destroyed  if  touched  with  heated  wine;  and 
others  of  a  changing  crystal — the  pigeon's-neck 
porcelain :  and  all  these,  wreathed  about  with 
leaves  and  crowned  with  flowers,  stood  round 
to  receive  the  rich  wine  which  filled  the  large 
and  porous  amphorae  on  the  ground.  These 
were  also  covered  over  with  scented  rose 
leaves. 

Plates  of  massive  metal,  and  baskets  of 
filigree  gold  work,  were  heaped  up  with  every 
luxury  of  the  land.  There  were  the  favorite 
dates ; — luscious  figs  with  their  purple  blush, 
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sacred  to  Netpe  : — olives  from  Arsinoe  ; — 
pomegranates;  grapes  from  Mareotis  and 
Sebennytus ; — peaches,  soft  and  doxvny  as  the 
moth's  wing;  -the  Fruit  or'  Enchantment, 
the  red-berried  lotus  ; — the  apples  of  the  Per- 
sea, — that  tree  which  was  poisonous  in  its  own 
country,  but  after  it?  transplantation  into  Egypt, 
and  dedication  to  Athor  the  Beautiful,  one  of 
the  most  prized  of  the  garden; — sticks  of  the 
sugar-cane  gathered  while  still  green,  and 
partially  dried ; — the  unripe  nuts  of  the  Theban 
palu;,  or  dom,  sweet  and  cloying ; — cakes  of 
fine  flour  mingled  with  preserved  fruits,  or  spices, 
or  small  seeds,  and  some  of  diied  dates ; — these, 
and  many  more,  filled  the  plates  and  baskets 
of  gold  and  porcelain  and  painted  glass,  that 
covered  the  Hierophant's  board. 

At  the  farther  end  of  the  oblong  table  was 
a  kind  of  throne,  covered  with  a  beautiful  stuff 
of  scarlet  dye  embroidered  with  gold ;  while 
the  frame  work  was  thickly  gilded.  A  foot- 
stool of  carved  alabaster,  and  a  beautiful  mur- 
rhine  vase,  wherein  waved  freshly  gathered 
lotus  flowers,  spoke  it  the  place  of  the  Master 
of  tic.  House — Amasis,  the  Priest  of  Amun 
— the  Hermesian  Philosopher,  to  whom  every 
one  of  these  pleasures  was  forbid'len  by  the 
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oracle  of  the  Gods,  and  the  rules  of  the  priest- 
hood. 

As  they  approached,  the  maidens  took  up 
the  long  narrow  boxes  of  ointments  and  per- 
fumes which  were  scattered  about,  and  flung 
their  contents  over  each  other.  Berenice  re- 
ceived one  from  the  hands  of  Isenofra,  and 
herself  anointed  the  long  locks  of  the  boy, 
und  flung  the  sweet  perfumes  over  him, — thus 
performing  the  office  of  the  servants  of  th3 
host.  But  as  the  attendance  of  his  slaves  was 
irksome  to  Amasis  in  his  private  feasts,  the 
maids  were  fain  to  make  use  of  each  other's 
kindness,  in  this  Egyptian  introduction  to  the 
banquet.  One  girl  then  brought  Azeth  a  golden 
basin  filled  with  pure  water;  and  another  offered 
him  a  fine  linen  napkin,  bordered  and  fringed 
with  purple ;  while  Berenice  lazily  bestowed 
the  perfumes  and  ointments,  Nausicae  flung 
round  him  a  robe  of  transparent  muslin, 
fringed  and  embroidered  with  gold,  purple, 
blue,  and  scarlet  threads  ;  and  Isenofra  bound 
about  his  head  a  chaplet  of  that  dark-leaved 
plant,  studded  with  crimson  berries,  whose 
leaves  are  shaped  like  the  ivy.  The  soft  hands 
of  others  wandered  over  his  bared  throat,  as  they 
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fastened  round  it  the  never  failing  lotus  neck- 
lace. But  being  of  the  rival  Twenty  they 
had  to  endure  many  a  tart  sarcasm  and  many 
a  pettish  word  from  Isenofra. 

"That  plait  hangs  awry,  Nausicae !"  she 
would  exclaim,  impatiently  arranging  the  folds 
of  the  mutlin. 

"  Isenofra  deems  herself  the  very  queen  of 
skilfulness  !"  answered  the  chief  of  the  Twenty, 
laughing  scornfully. 

"  And  ye  have  placed  the  withered  bud  fair 
in  the  centre  !"  she  returned,  taking  the  neck- 
lace from  the  soft  hands  that  were  fastening 
its  scented  buds,  in  the  most  becoming  manner, 
round  the  boy's  arched  neck,  "  Avould  that  ye 
could  discern  the  beautiful  more  clearly !" 

"  And  would  that  thou  hadst  more  humility, 
Isenofra!"  cried  the  chidden  tirewoman.  "  Thy 
arrogance  is  insupportable." 

"  I  love  beauty,  and  ye  deformity,"  said 
Isenofra  coldly.  "Who  hath  ever  seen  a  gar- 
ment hung  so  unskilfully  and  so  ungracefully ! 
Pyrrha  where  is  thy  taste  ?" 

"  And  while  ye  are  jarring,  the  banquet 
waits;  and  the  poor  boy's  patience  is  swooning 
from  exhaustion,"  cried  Eirene. 

"  Harm  not  so  bright  a  scene  with  discord, 
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my  pretty  ones,'1  then  eaid  Amasis  coming 
forward.  "It  is  a  strange  thing,"  he  added, 
as  if  musing  to  himself,  "  this  undying  jealousy 
of  women  !  Bring  them  together  in  any  relation 
— bind  them  with  the  dearest  ties— connect 
the  one  through  gratitude,  and  the  other 
through  the  pride  of  bestowing  benevolence, — 
and  still,  spite  of  all,  jealousy  will  be  the  master 
passion !' ' 

"Not  with  all,  Lord,"  exclaimed  many  of 
the  girls,  crowding  round  with  imploring  atti- 
tudes. 

"Not  with  the  proud  heart  that  knows  its  own 
superiority,"  said  Isenofra  haughtily,  planting 
her  foot  more  firmly  on  the  marble  floor,  and 
drawing  herself  up  to  her  utmost  height. 

"  Not  with  the  indifferent  to  general  ap- 
plause," yawned  Berenice  sleepily. 

"  And  not  with  they  who  were  never  the 
First  of  any  heart !"  laughed  the  little  Eirene. 

"  I  should  blush  at  my  weakness  were  I  to 
feel  envy  for  any  woman,"  said  Nausicae  gravely. 
*'  Some  are  superior  to  myself; — to  them  I  pay 
the  homage  and  deference  due,  and  weep  not 
that  others  can  discern,  with  me,  their  greater 
merit.  Others  are  lower ;  then,  if  a  higher 
praise  be  bestowed  on  them,  I  weep  not  for 
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that  either,  for  it  makes  me  not  their  inferior, 
neither  lessens  my  own  worth; — poor  as  this 
may  be." 

"  Bravely  said,  my  bright  philosopher, "cried 
the  Priest  approvingly.  "Does  thy  heart 
speak  in  these  words? — then 'art  thou  en- 
titled to  praise,  even  beyond  that  due  to  a 
fairer  face  and  form  !" 

"  Aye  !  thou  art  wisely  cold,"  said  Azeth. 
"  I  would  that  I  had  thy  heart's  chill  resolu- 
tion." 

"  The  robing  and  anointing  over — let  us  to 
the  banquet,"  cried  Ama.^is.  "  There  are 
solitary  cells  for  the  lovers  of  loneliness  !  Who 
will  sit  alone  ?  Which  of  all  these  pretty 
birds  would  best  love  an  untenanted  nest  ?" 

"  Nor  I  !  nor  I  !  nor  I  !"  cried  the  maidens 
clustering  round  the  centre  table.  "  Who  is 
guilty,  and  of  what  crime,  that  thou  hast  pre- 
pared before-hand  such  a  punishment  ?  Fye 
on  thy  gallantry  !  Thou  art  unkind  I" 

"  Whom  dost  thou  wish  banished  from  thy 
sight  ?"  asked  Isenofra  laying  her  hand  on  the 
Priest's  arm. 

"  Not  thou,  sweet  I"  he  replied,  play- 
ing with  her  taper  fingers.  »«  Place 
yourselves  as  ye  list  !"  he  continued 
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gaily,  waving  his  hand.  "  But  first  let  me 
pledge  ye  all,  dear  maids,  in  this  welcoming 
draught  I"  And  he  raised  a  golden  cup  crowned 
•with  roses,  and  filled  to  the  brim  with  wine 
from  Tenia.  "  To  thy  dark  eyes  this  other 
draught,  bright  Isenofra !"  he  said,  as  he 
drained  the  goblet  a  second  time. 

u  And  I  drink  to  thine,  soft  Berenice  !" 
cried  the  Disciple  warmly. 

"  I  to  the  master  ! — to  the  stranger,  I !"  said 
many  sweet  voices  at  once,  as  their  rosy  hands 
held  up  the  jewelled  cups,  and  their  bright 
young  eyes  gleamed  out  a  pledge  more  ardent 
than  that  of  their  lips. 

"  Who  loves  the  milder  zythus  ?"  asked 
Amasis,  pointing  to  the  amphorse,  or  earthen- 
ware jars,  which  were  filled  with  the  dark 
juice  of  the  barley — a  beverage  neither  so 
luscious,  nor  so  intoxicating  as  wine. 

fl  The  grain  hath  not  so  many  lovers  as  the 
grape !"  said  Nausicae  filling  her  goblet  with 
wine,  and  laughing.  "  For  myself  I  love  the 
sweetness  of  the  wine  better  than  the  tart  acid 
taste  of  the  zythus  !" 

"  And  yet  1  should  have  thought  that  the 
grave  Nausicae  would  have  chosen  the  least 
potent  drink,"  observed  Isenofra,  never  losing 
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an  opportunity  to  vent  some  sarcasm  against 
her  mortal  enemy. 

"  Nausicae  hath  not  so  many  secrets  to 
guard  as  the  beautiful  Isenofra,"  returned  the 
other,  "  that  she  should  fear  the  overthrow  of 
her  reason.  Were  that  to  lie  drowned  in  the 
madness  of  intoxication,  the  world  would  hear 
nought  which  she  had  kept  secret  in  her 
hours  of  judgment.  Can  Isenofra  say  the 
like  ?" 

*'  Ye  are  all  fearful  sinners  !"  again  inter- 
posed Ama>is.  "  Who  can  say  which  hath 
failed  the  most  ?  Come,  my  sweet  guests, 
eat— drink — laugh —  be  gay  !  Life's  hours  are 
fleeting  : — let  us  seize  them  as  they  go,  and 
bind  them  to  a  longer  stay,  by  filling  each  with 
boundless  delight  !  Cannot  my  poor  tables 
tempt  your  dainty  appetites?  See,  Berenice, 
thou  sleep-loving  maid,  cannot  this  cake  of 
honey  induce  thee  to  turn  away  from  the  Gate 
of  Dreams  ?  Or,  wouldst  thou  rather  taste  of 
this  young  kid  ? — its  mother  bore  it  not  one 
short  morn  ago  ! — or  wouldst  thou  dip  thy 
bread  in  this  dish  of  sweet  melon  ? — it  is 
cool  and  fresh.  I  joy  to  see  thee  served,  my 
pretty  one  !  Isenofra  will  taste  the  winged 
quail  ?  Let  me  add  this  refreshing  vegetable, 
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the  seed-full  cucumber  !  Nay  ?  Thou  wilt 
then  partake  of  these  roasted  lentils  ?  They 
coine  from  the  Pelusiac  plains.  My  little  Eirene 
is  too  young  and  child -like  for  the  heavier 
food.  Pulse,  and  fruits,  and  sweetmeats,  suit 
her  unspoiled  appetite.  Nausicae  disdains  that 
platter  of  honey-cakes  ;  she  shall  then  kindly 
give  them  to  the  baby-maid,  whilst  I  find 
food  more  suited  to  her  own  taste.  What  sayst 
thou  to  this  crested  duck  ?  Give  me  thy  roll 
of  wheaten  bread ;  I  will  steep  it  in  the  gravy, 
before  offering  thee  the  meat.  Thou  dost 
approve  ?" 

"  Aye  !"  said  Nausicae.  "  The  poor  bird 
might  rejoice  over  his  own  death,  if  he  did 
but  know  what  a  sweet  memory  he  hath  left 
in  the  cook's  furnace." 

"  Pyrrha,"  continued  the  Priest,  smiling  to 
the  last  speaker,  "  I  can  swear  to  thee  heartily 
thut  this  gentle  cow  had  neither  black  nor 
red  spot  or  stain  !  She  was  white  as  the 
sacrificial  heifer  !  Shall  I  dip  thy  bread  in 
this,  or  in  yon  dish  of  the  Nile-goose  ?  Thou 
wilt  find  both  equally  savoury !  Thou  dost 
not  eat  ;  thine  appetite  requires  Ktiumlaut. 
Take  this  onion  ;  it  will  sharpen  its  blunted 
edge.  Thou  needst  not  fear  ;  it  is  mild,  and 
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will  not  leave  upon  thy  breath  more  scent 
than  what  this  conserve  of  bitter  almonds  can 
banish.  Azeth,  this  fried  fish  is  excellent, 
eaten  with  these  lotus-seeds.  The  Gods  them- 
selves might  feast  upon  such  fare.  What  I 
art  thou,  too,  one  of  the  grosser  meat-refusing 
tribe  ?  Thou  art  right,  boy  !  For  myself, 
nought  heavier  than  fruits,  and  bread,  and 
plants,  and  roots,  ever  pass  within  my  lips. 
Yet  I  love  to  see  others  enjoy  that  which  I 
cannot.  Does  the  feast  delight  ye,  maids  ?" 
he  asked,  smiling  sweetly  upon  his  fair  guests; 
as  ifj  in  truth,  his  heart  had  never  known  a 
deeper  feeling  than  the  pleasure  which  these 
Dancing  Girls  could  give,  nor  a  holier  thought 
than  that  which  revelry  engendered. 

"  It  is  as  thy  feasts  ever  are,  Noble  Lord  !" 
replied  Nausicae  heartily ;  "  a  splendid  and  a 
brilliant  festival !  Thy  hall  mocks  the  Feasts 
of  Lamps  at  Sais  for  its  dazzling  glory,  and 
thy  tables  would  put  to  shame  the  luxuries  of 
Menes.  We  cannot  reward  thee  with  words 
fitting  the  obligation." 

"  Thy  master's  mind  is  visible  in  this,  as  in 
all  other  things !"  cried  Azeth.  "  In  the 
revel — in  the  schools— with  the  wine  cup  to 
thy  lip,  or  the  wand  of  philosophy  in  thy 
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hand — thou  art  equally  the  Chief — the  Lord  — 
the  Noblest  Man  1" 

"  Thanks  for  thy  praise,  dear  hoy  !  And 
thou,  sweet  Berenice?" 

"  It  is  very  beautiful,"  said  the  girl,  but 
not  in  the  cheery  tone  which  Nsiusicae  and  the 
Disciple  had  used. 

"  Thy  meed  is  scanty,  to  say  the  least,"  oh- 
sered  the  Hierophant  displeased.  "  Thou  wilt 
never  be  cast  into  the  debtor's  prison  for 
having  spent  thy  gratitude  too  fast,  Berenice  ! 
Will  iny  child  Eirene  give  me  heartier 
thanks  ?" 

''  Aye  !  Thou  mayst  have  all  that  thou  wilt 
of  these !"  said  Eirene  clapping  her  hands ; 
"  and  thou  canst  not  at  the  end  beggar  my 
store.  I  have  been  dreaming  this  was  some 
magic  sphere — some  bright  star — where  we 
were  suddenly  translated,  and  transformed 
into  lovely  genii." 

"  A  pretty  dream,  little  one !"  said  Azeth. 
"  And  thou  art  fair  and  bright  enough  to 
habit  as  its  angel  the  brightest  star  of  the  sky." 

"  Ah !"  thought  Amasi.-.  "  Can  he  men- 
tion these,  and  not  start  at  his  past  thought 
and  present  feelings  ?  Then  is  he  safe ! 
Then  is  he,  in  truth,  mine,  and  under  the 
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subjugation  of  Sense.  Have  I  so  soon  o'er- 
mastered  thy  weak  idea,  Azeth,  with  the  warm 
presence  of  Reality?  Can  holy  aspirations 
be  so  soon  lost  in  the  eyes  of  such  as  these 
Dancing-girls,  whose  love,  poor  as  it  is,  is  not 
even  our  own ;  but  hath  been  already  bought 
and  sold  more  times  than  the  three  Seasons 
have  days  ?  And  is  it  so  ?  Then  the  charm 
may  do  its  work,  without  further  help  from 
me." 

"  And  if  this  Hall  be  some  star,  then  is  the 
Lord  its  glorious  Sun  I"  said  Isenofra.  "  For 
without  him,  darkness  would  come  upon  us, 
like  the  chill  presence  of  that  fearful  spectre 
which  he  has  so  wisely  banished  from  his 
feasts,  Aye,  Lord !  thy  absence  would  be 
even  worse  than  the  presence  of  this  death- 
skeleton." 

"  And  these  are  the  sweetest  words  of  praise, 
which  the  ear  of  Amasis  ever  drank  in  !"  cried 
the  Priest,  beckoning  the  dark-haired  Iseno- 
fra to  the  honor  of  his  chair.  "  Thy  song, 
sweet  bird !  Here  is  thy  lyre !  Now  sing  to 
to  me !  Sing  to  me  softly  as  the  choristers 
in  the  Groves  of  the  Blessed ;  sweetly  as 
the  gentle  It-is  when  she  cradles  her  new-born 
boy  !  For  dost  thou  know,  pretty  one,  that  I 
am  weary,  and  need  repose  and  the  soothing 
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of  thy  darling  voice?"  And  Amasis  flung 
himself  amongst  the  cushions,  affecting  to  be 
lost  in  the  delicious  languor  of  luxurious 
dreaminess. 

Isenofra  taking  the  stag-headed  lute,  slung 
it  round  her  shoulders  by  means  of  a  narrow 
string,  and  glancing  at  the  Priest,  sang  in  a 
rich,  powerful  voice: 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  LOTUS  TO  THE   MOON. 


\ 
"  0  beautiful  and  bright  I— 

Lord  of  the  Silver  Shafts  of  eve ! — 
Whose  threads  of  matted  light 

Earth's  favorite  robe  of  beauty  weave  ; 
Heed  !  oh  heed  1  my  scented  prayer , 
Speed  thee  through  the  purple  air  : 
Visit  me,  Moon  !  in  my  radiant  cell ; 
Whisper  the  tale  which  I  love  so  well ; 
Say  that  of  all  the  odorous  buds 
On  the  glancing  wave — in  the  darkling  woods-- 
Moonlight ,  dearest  moonlight ,  when  laid  upon  my 

breast, 

Oh  !  whisper  soft  and  low  that  thou  lovest  me  the 
best  1 
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Thou  Sun  of  Night — sweet  Moon  ! 

Loveliest  of  all  th'  Eternal  Seven  ! 
Oh  !  haste  thee  swift  and  soon 

From  out  the  Ivory  Gates  of  Heaven ! 
Sick  with  love  I  fainting  lie  ; 
Asking  of  the  stars  on  high 
To  call  thee  hither,  so  once  again, 
Thine  eyes  may  lighten  my  bosom's  pain ; 
To  call  thee  hither,  so  I  may  hide 
Within  thine  arms — thine  own — thy  bride ! 
I  faint !  I  die  !  dear  Moonlight,  come  1  oh  come ! 
Speed   thee   to   thy   Bride,   in   her    Nile-engirdled 
home ;" 


"  Well  dost  thou  deserve  the  minstrel's  re- 
ward!" cried  Amasis,  taking  a  lotus  chaplet 
from  the  stand,  and  wreathing  it  round 
Isenofra'a  glossy  locks.  "  Would  that  a  dear 
voice  would  sing  such  words  to  me,  as  they 
Moon-flower  to  her  Beloved.  Ah,  loveliest ! 
thou  smilest  with  thine  own  pretty  smile, 
made  up,  half  of  pride,  half  of  allurement, 
repelling  while  it  woos— as  thou  wouldst 
say  that  I  had  better  ask,  than  lament  before 
repulsed !  Wouldst  thou  sing  such  words  to 
me,  dear  maid?  Wouldst  thou  bid  me  speed 
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to  thy  side,  as  the  Lotus  bade  the  Night's 
Lord  ?  Thy  lips  seem  framing  themselves  to 
whisper,  yea !  Ah  !  now  thou  coyly  pushest 
aside  mine  arm  !  Proud  queen  !  art  thou  so 
used  to  homage,  that  thou  dost  despise  it  ? 
Do  many  such  as  I  proffer  thee  words  of 
praise,  and  sue  for  thy  red  lip's  blessing? 
If  so,  then  thou  dost  nor  wrong  nor  folly 
in  thus  rejecting  a  lover  in  me !  And  yet, 
I  must  chastise  thee  with  the  rod  of  love's 
penance.  Come  hither,  Berenice  —  thou 
fairest  shrine  of  sleep!  Hast  thou  ne'er  a 
song  to-night ;  but  must  these  silvery  accents 
of  thine  rest  mute  within  their  pearly  cave  ?" 

*'  Nay,  Lord!"  said  Berenice  shrinking 
closer  to  Azeth,  while  she  twined  a  necklace 
from  the  flowers  which  strewed  the  table. 
"  Isenofra...Pyrrha...Eirene...  Nausicae  ...  all 
sing  better  and  sweeter  than  can  I.  Thou 
wilt  pardon  me  for  this  once  ?" 

"  Dearest  Berenice,"  exclaimed  Isenofra  in  a 
patronizing  tone.  "  The  Lord  will  forgive  any 
failure.  Thou  knowest  that  he  loves  obedi- 
ence, better  than  perfection  itself.  Come ! 
sing,  silly  child !  Wouldat  thou  my  place  and 
lute?"  Descending  from  her  place  with  ail 
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the  dignity  of  a  real  queen,  she  walked  slowly 
to  her  sister,  and  offered  her  the  instrument. 
Amasis  smiled. 

"  13y  the  lips  of    the    Myriad-named,"    he 
cried  gaily ;  "  but  my  fair  Isenofra  knows  well 
the    queenly   gait   and    ways.     Where    didst 
thou  get  that  regal  mien,  sweet  maid?     We 
must  send  thee  to  some  barbarian  court  as  re- 
presentative    of     Nitocris,    the    Priest-king's 
child,  for  thou  wouldst  match  even  her  pride 
with  thine  own.     Unto  whom  shall  we  send 
thee,   sweet    Isenofra?      Choose,    of    all    the 
nations  round  !     Wilt  thou  have  one    of   the 
fierce  sons  of  the  Desert — the  houseless  war- 
riors   of   Arabah?     or   a    Merchant-king    of 
Tyre  ?  or  a  prince  of  India,  rich  in  gold  and 
gems  ?  or  a  dark-skinned  chief  of  the  catar- 
acts?   or  one   from   the   city  of  Belus,    who 
would    strew  thy    path  with  flowers    bright 
as    those    of    Egypt,   and  dower  thee  richly 
as  a  Princess  of    Cashmere,  with   his   varied 
tapestries  ?     Thou  mayst  not  wed  with  one  of 
the   servile  Jerusalemites ;    for  their  touch  is 
pollution   to  a  child  of  the  Pure  Land.     But 
wouldst  thou  a  lord  of  that  pale  yellow  race, 
whose  vagrant    son  visited  thine  apartments, 
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and  angered  thy  witch-mother's  soul  with  his 
scarred  yellow  bars?" 

"  I  would  none  of  them,"  replied  Isenofra. 
'*  And  how  didst  thou  know  of  so  insignifi- 
cant a  trifle,  as  who  are  the  Dancing-girls' 
evening  patrons  ?" 

"  How  ?  Dear  maid !  knowest  thou  not 
that  I  have  the  power  to  see  and  hear  where 
my  body  is  not?  That  I  can  send  abroad 
my  spirit  and  my  senses,  like  winged  mes- 
sengers, to  bring  me  home  tidings  of  what  I 
would?"  And  as  the  Priest  spoke,  he  rose 
from  the  couch,  and  fixing  his  eyes  full  upon 
Azeth,  added;  "Boy,  thou  dost  know  the 
truth  of  what  I  say  ?" 

"  Aye,  that  I  do,"  returned  Azeth  in  a 
loud  voice.  ie  Thou  hast  powers  which  are 
indeed  godlike.  Thou  hast  privileges  of  which 
we  meaner  creatures  know  not.  The  wide 
page  of  earth  is  open,  the  might  of  heaven 
free,  to  thee.  Nature  is  thy  slave ;  and  her 
secrets  thou  hast  wrested  from  the  Great 
IV  other.  Nay,  the  very  attributes  of  the 
Empyraean  thcu  hast  seized,  and  a  God  seems 
incorporate  in  thy  man's  form.  I  drink  to 
thee,  Amasis  !  Hail  to  thy  celestial  being  ! 
Health  to  Amasis,  the  man  deity." 
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"  Who  would  not  say  that  wine  loosens  the 
string  of  the  dumb  tongue,  and  gives  elo- 
quence to  the  mute  ?"  cried  Arnasis,  laughing 
as  he  laid  his  hand  upon  the  boy's  long  silky 
hair.  "  Many  thanks,  dear  youth,  for  thy  glow- 
ing panegyric.  But  did  not  the  grape  speak, 
rather  than  thy  reason?  Were  thy  words 
pressed  out  from  thy  soul  by  the  madness  of 
intoxication,  or  were  they  those  which  thy 
calmer  senses  would  have  uttered?  I  fear 
me  the  vine-treader  of  Mareotis  had  more  to 
do  with  that  speech  of  Azeth,  than  had  the 
merits  of  the  Master." 

"  Nay,  Amasis  I  that  sounds  slanderous  !" 
cried  Azeth  in  the  same  boisterous  tone. 
"  My  lips  have  scarce  kissed  the  goblet  thrice. 
Have  I  a  brain  so  soon  disordered?" 

"  Aye ,  for  thou  art  youthful,  and  thy  hot 
spirit  is  of  itself  intoxication  enough." 

"  I  confess  it  1"  said  Azeth  laughing.  Then 
turning  to  Berenice  he  added  :  "Thou,  sweet 
maid  I  art  the  fair  maddener,  for  thou  wert  the 
cup  from  which  I  drank." 

Berenice  sighed,  and  laid  her  hand  upon 
the  Disciple's  burning  lips. 

"  Hush ,  hush ,"  she  cried.  "  Thy  praise 
saddens  me." 

VOL.  n.  M 
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*'  And  thou  wilt  not  sing,  my  pretty  rebel  ?" 
exclaimed  Amasis,  as  he  gently  showered  a 
handful  of  the  roses  from  the  Memphite  gar- 
dens over  Berenice. 

"  Nay,  Lord  !  not  to-night." 

"  Tush !  who  would  allow  those  sweet  lips 
to  be  motionless  ?  Who  could  allow  that  soft 
voice  to  be  silent?  If  thou  didst  but  know 
how  beautifully  glows  thy  mouth,  as  thou 
lazily  movest  its  rosy  lines,  thou  wouldst,  for 
dear  vanity's  sake,  mount  my  Poet's  Throne 
and  sing  me  a  soft,  sleepy  lay." 

ft  Aye,  sing,  dearest  Berenice !"  said  Azeth 
clasping  her  hand.  "  Thou  hast  lisped  such 
music  in  thy  faintest  words,  that  I  would  fain 
hear  thy  gentle  voice  thrill  in  actual  song. 
Let  me  sling  the  lute  around  thee.  There  J 
See,  Amasis,  how  well  the  minstrel's  attitude 
becomes  her  rounded  form.  Sweet  Berenice  ! 
if  to  love  thee  be  a  crime,  what  man  that 
looked  on  thee,  could  turn  away  his  eyes, 
guiltless?  If  such  there  be,  I  envy  not  his 
virtue !  The  very  buds  that  wander  through 
thy  scented  tresses  seem,  to  kiss  thy  brow  as 
they  hang  over  it,  like  water  lilies  mirroring 
themselves  in  the  clear  stream." 

"  And  Azeth  would  fain  be   one   of  those 
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buds?"  exclaimed  Amasis.  *'  Speak,  Bere- 
nice. Sure  that  honeyed  speech  deserved  at 
the  least  a  soft  reply!" 

Berenice  put  her  cool  hand  into  the  boy's 
fevered  palm,  and  said  with  a  slightly  melan- 
choly accent; 

u  Azeth  will  blush  to-morrow,  for  the  glow- 
ing words  which  he  poured  out  at  night  to  the 
praise  of  a  poor  Dancing-girl." 

"  By  my  soul  thou  wrongest  me.  I  blush 
that  I  praise  thee  ;  that  I  flung  myself,  as  I 
do  now,  low  at  thy  footstool,  and  named  myself 
thy  slave?  how  canst  thou  rate  thy  worth  at 
so  mean  a  price." 

Berenice  made  no  reply ;  but  bending  her 
head  till  the  long  hair  swept  her  knee,  she 
looked  through  its  plaits  with  an  incredulous 
smile,  as  she  lightly  touched  the  Disciple's 
forehead.  Then  striking  a  few  slow  chords, 
she  sang  in  a  sweet,  but  not  powerful  voice, 
the  following  words : 


"  The  dove  in  its  flower-hid  nest, 

Moans  alas  -  alas! 
The  airs  that  fan  o'er  her  breast, 

Sob  low  as  they  pass  ; 
M  3 
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The  rays  of  the  sinking  sun 
Shine  through  ocean's  tears ; 

The  bud,  ere  the  day  be  done, 
All  shattered  appears. 

Why  dost  thou  moan,  O  sweet  dove 

In  thy  leafy  nest  ? — 
Alas  !  she  hath  poured  out  her  love 

On  the  eaglet's  breast ! 
Why  sob  ye,  airs,  as  ye  wave  ? — 

The  storm  cometh  fast : 
Why  weep'st  thou,  sun,  in  thy  grave  1- 

Night's  gate  must  be  passed  ! 

The  bud,  pale  and  shattered  lies, 

For  the  worm  hath  come; — 
Slowly— wearily—it  dies 

In  its  scented  home  ! 
Ah  me     a    with  grief  is  rife  ! 

Where— where  shall  I  hide  ? — 
Pain  is  the  mother  of  life, 

And  sorrow  its  bride  !" 


"  Thou  hadst  indeed  done  best  to  be  silent !:' 
cried  Amasis  angrily.  "  Why,  girl !  thou  art 
fitter  to  follow  the  Osiris-blessed  bier,  and, 
wailing  in  the  Processions  of  the  Dead, 
scatter  dust  and  ashes  on  thy  breast 
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and  head,  rather  than  singj  bright   love  songs 
with  wine-bedewed  lips  1" 

"  Berenice  thinks,'*  exclaimed  Jsenofra. 
•'  that  as  thy  gay  taste  dispenses  with  our 
country's  Silent  Guest  at  thy  feasts,  she  will 
perform  his  part.  Fye,  child  !  How  couldst 
tliou  wound  the  mirth-adoring  ears  of  our 
Lord  with  such  melancholy  strains  ?  What 
sayst  thou,  Azeth  ?  Canst  thou  not  chide  ? — or 
does  all  that  the  lips  of  thine  instructress 
utter,  seem  to  thee  best  and  dearest  ?" 

"  Aye,  she  is  right  !"  Azeth  cried,  throwing 
his  arm  round  Berenice,  who  sat  with  large 
tears  in  her  eyes,  and  an  expression,  half  of 
sorrow,  half  of  pouting  anger,  in  her  down- 
cast face.  "  She  is  right  thui  to  remind 
us  of  Pain,  the  Reality  of  Life.  When  we 
are  here,  sweet  one,'"  he  continued  addressing 
the  disgraced  maiden,  "  we  forget  all  but  the 
brightness  and  the  beaut}  around.  And  then 
do  we  need  some  t>uch  voice  as  thine,  to  lisp 
out  its  timid  words  of  distrust.  Dearest  Bere- 
nice !  I,  in  truth,  will  not  chide  thee  for  thy 
song ;  but  rather  will  I  thank  thee  with  lip  and 
hand,  thus — for  thy  melodious  call  to  the  re- 
membrance of  reality.  Reality !  oh  !  it  is  a 
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fearful  word  !     Reality  and   Pain— twin   bro- 
thers of  life.     Ah  me  !"  and  he  shuddered. 

"  Nay  I  nay  1  nay  !"  shouted  Amasis  rising, 
and  waving  a  goblet  brimming  with  purple 
wine,  and  garlanded  with  roses,  round  his 
head.  "  Pain  is  not  reality  ;  sorrow  is  not 
reality  !  The  sole  truths  of  life  are  love  and 
joy  I  The  fittest — best— dearest  interpreters 
of  these  truths — such  magicians  as  are  here.'* 
And  he  pointed  to  the  maidens  round  the  tables. 
"  The  books  to  learn  them  from — wine  and 
flowers.  Maidens,  music,  wine,  and  odorous 
buds — who  would  not  yield  himself  to  such 
instruction  ?  One  other  draught  of  Love's 
wisdom  do  I  drink  with  these  rich  drops. 
Health  to  them  all !"  Raising  the  cup  to  his 
lips  he  drained  it  to  the  dregs  ;  then  dashing 
it  on  the  floor,  he  broke  the  fragile  porcelain 
into  a  thousand  fragments,  and  set  his  heel 
upon  them  saying ;  "  No  other  health  less 
worthy  shall  pollute  the  lip  which  touched 
thee  ! — no  other  libation  than  this  to  Love  and 
Delight,  shalt  thou  pour  out !  Shattered  thou 
liest  there — shattered  as  the  heart  which  ha& 
drunk  to  love  and  drained  its  full  bowl !  To 
none  other  can  it  drink  again !" 
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"  To  none  other  can  it  drink  again !" 
repeated  Azeth.  "  Aye  !  thou  sayest  well, 
Amasis  !  To  none  other!  Berenice  !  thou 
art  my  messenger  of  love — to  thee  do  1 
pledge  this  draught !  To  none  but  love 
can  the  heart  of  Azeth  drink!— to  none  but 
delight  pour  out  his  libation  !  Dearest ! 
bright  are  thine  eyes,  and  bright  thy  crimson 
lips ;  soft  is  thy  voice,  soft  thy  touch  and  thy 
glance — loving  thy  ways — tender  thy  nature  ; 
a  fit  goddess  art  thou  to  whom  I  may  build  a 
shrine,  and  worship  there  1  The  beautiful 
Aroeris,  himself,  gives  not  more  light  than  thy 
presence  sheds  over  my  soul ;  how  should  I 
not  worship  thee,  Berenice,  gentle-eyed  Dove 
of  the  Rock !" 

The  girl  burst  into  tears,  pushing  aside  the 
circling  arm,  and  shading  her  face  from  the 
glowing  looks  of  the  Disciple. 

"  Thy  flatteries  are  worse  than  condemna- 
tions 1"  she  said  mournfully.  "  I  cannot  bear 
to  hear  thee  speak  such  things !" 

"  Tears  ?  and  in  thine  eyes,  Love  ?  Why 
are  they  there  ?  Who  hath  brought  them  ? 
Not  I — not  Azeth  thy  adorer  !  Here  !  let 
me  wipe  away  their  glancing  drops  !  Tears,  in 
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a  banquet  like  this  ?  Then,  indeed,  had  Amasis 
done  best  to  keep  the  Veiled  Skeleton,  if  some 
sorrow  must  perforce  sadden  our  joy.  The 
rattling  bones  and  grinning  skull  were  love- 
lier to  contemplate  than  the  tears  of  Be- 
renice." 

u  It  is  over,"  said  the  girl  patiently  wiping 
her  eyes,  and  smiling.  "  It  was  nothing." 

"  Come,  my  birds,"  cried  Amasis,  "  act  me 
one  of  Love's  lessons !  Minstrels,  to  your 
posts  !  Play  as  if  ye  were  the  very  souls  of 
melody  incorporate.  My  bright  Three,  to  the 
dance — to  the  dance!  Show  in  your  mute, 
though  eloquent,  language,  what  is  life's  busi- 
ness— its  creator — soul — God.  Dance  me  a  tale 
of  Love !  Nausicae,  marshal  thy  troops,  and 
show  this  boy  what  graceful  feats  ye  can  perform. 
Away,  away  !  bright  band  of  evening  moths  J 
Away  !  and  let  the  flitting  of  your  painted 
wings,  and  the  melodious  hum  of  your  aery 
flight  soothe  me  to  the  realms  of  the  blessed, 
and  teach  this  boy  of  what  its  gates  are 
fashioned !" 

The  band  of  the  Twenty  sprang  forward, 
and  Nausicae  gravely  motioning  back  Isenofra 
and  her  two  sisters,  who  had  half  risen  to  pre- 
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pare  for  the  dance,  clapped  her  hands  thrice, 
to  advertise  her  companions  that  they  must 
commence. 

"  And  while  the  pretty  jugglers  are  acting 
their  saucy  parts,  Isenofra  do  thou  and  I  try 
on  whom  the  Fortunate  Star  hath  risen  this 
night."  And  the  Priest  pointed  to  a  small 
board  chequered  with  white  and  black,  upon 
which  stood  a  number  of  differently  shaped 
Nvooden  pieces.  "Thou  wilt  choose  the  black 
colour  ?  Why  dost  thou  love  this  emblem  of 
darkness— -this  type  of  chaoa?" 

"  The  white  is  pale  and  sickly  !"  laughed 
Isenofra.  "  And  I  love  the  dusky  Ethiop 
better  than  the  pallid  Barbarian  of  the  Cen- 
tral Flowery  Land." 

"  I  should  never  have  accused  thee  of  over 
fondness  for  chilliness,"  said  the  Priest  with  a 
sneer  in  his  voice  and  eye. 

"  Thou  wert  wrong  if  thou  didst,"  replied 
Isenofra  indifferently. 

"  See,  Berenice  1  How  the  painted  balls  fall 
through  the  air  like  a  shower  of  broken  rain- 
bows !"  cried  Eirene,  watching  the  balls  of 
various-coloured  leathers,  as  they  were  flung 
up  and  caught,  three — four — nay,  more—at 
once,  by  the  same  fair  juggler.  "  Ha,  Pyrrba  I 
M  5 
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thou  nearly  missed  thy  aim !  Look  at  yonder 
dull-eyed  girl — I  know  not  her  name — dull 
and  heavy  as  she  looks,  none  takes  a  truer 
cast.  What  another  !  She  hath  now  six  fall- 
ing together  about  her.  I  would  that  I  had  her 
power!  I  can  but  manage  two;  and  that 
only  indifferently  well — oftener  missed  than 
caught." 

"  Dost  thou  think,  Eirene,  that  the  feats 
of  yon  smooth-skinned,  slender  maiden  would 
suit  with  my  form  and  nature  ?"  said  Berenice 
laughing,  as  she  pointed  to  a  young,  slight 
girl,  who  was  jumping  through  a  hoop,  in  time 
to  the  brisk  measure  which  her  sisters  played 
on  the  flute  and  the  cymbals.  "  She  does  it 
well!  See  how  her  long  hair,  with  its  broad 
ribbons  and  dancing  balls,  flies  over  her  neck 
as  she  leaps !  It  must  surely  smart  her  soft 
skin.  Eirene,  wouldst  thou  like  to  be  a  beast 
of  burden,  as  is  that  girl  on  whom  her  com- 
panion sits  triumphant  ?" 

"  It  is  ungraceful,"  cried  Azeth.  "  The 
master  worships  beauty  in  all  its  forms  and 
ways  ;  and  this  id  the  very  enemy  of  beauty." 

"  Ha !  my  pretty  one  !"  cried  Amasis  at  this 
moment  patting,  the  cheek  of  Isenofra,  "  con- 
fess that  my  planet  shines  brightest.  Thy  pieces 


THE    EGYPTIAN.  .  251 

are  reduced  to  non-existences,  while  on  my 
side  the  white  banner  waves  victorious." 

"  But  thou  hast  magic  in  thy  touch,"  re- 
turned the  conquered  beauty.  "  My  territory 
was  invaded  and  laid  desolate,  ere  I  was  able 
to  bring  up  its  defender*.  Thou  art  a  merci- 
less player,  Amasis.  Heaven  grant  that  thy 
heart  is  more  pitying." 

"  I  would  not  that  thou  hadst  conquered," 
said  the  Priest.  "  It  would  have  wounded  my 
man's  pride.  Thanks,  fair  Nausicae,  and  ye, 
beautiful  maidens,  for  your  feats.  The  ball 
and  the  hoop  are  wonderfully  well  managed, 
but  not  that  victor's  seat,  nor  that  mindless 
swinging  round  of  each  other  so  fast  that  my 
brain  grew  giddy  as  I  looked.  But  your  feats 
must  yield  in  loveliness  to  the  Dance  of  the 
Three.  Maidens,  to  your  seats  !  and  let 
the  Triad  of  Loveliness  tell  me  their  tale. 
Azeth,  come  thou  hither.  Thou  canst  see 
better  from  my  chair  than  from  thy  present 
place.  And  I  would  talk  with  thee  while 
they  dance." 

Azeth  obeyed,  and  laid  himself  luxuriously 
among  the  cushions  of  the  large  double  chair  of 
the  Hierophant,  while  he  gazed  at  the  bright 
Three, 


252         t  AZETH  : 

The  girls  then  assumed  their  proper  posts. 
The  fair  musicians  ranged  themselves  in  the 
usual  order  ;  first  wreathing  each  instrument 
with  flowers  and  leaves,  while  Isenofra  flung  a 
cup  of  wine  on  the  floor,  as  a  libation  to 
success.  The  Three  now  commenced  their 
dance.  It  was  of  the  same  nature  as  that  to 
which  the  Scribe  and  the  Stranger  had  been 
witnesses  but  a  short  time  before ;  excepting, 
that  slightly  fired  by  the  wine,  and  excited  by 
the  lights  and  the  beauties  and  enchantments 
of  the  Hall,  there  was  more  meaning,  and 
more  passion,  in  it. 

Azeth,  to  whom  both  this,  and  the  exhi- 
bitions ot  the  Twenty,  were  totally  new,  looked 
on. in  rapture,  seeming  to  forget  his  very  ex- 
istence iu  his  fixed  attention.  His  whole  soul 
burnt  with  the  feeling  represented.  With 
flushed  cheeks  and  pulsing  heart,  he  reclined  on 
the  couch.  His  eyes,  dark  as  night  with  emo- 
tion, were  strained  upon  the  dancers ;  and  his 
hands  were  pressed  upon  his  bosom.  He 
seemed  absorbed  in  a  spelled  ecstasy,  as  he 
bent  in  charmed  silence,  that  he  might  gaze 
still  more  earnestly,  listening  with  parted 
lips  and  eager  eyes,  as  if  speech  were  audible 
iu  sight. 
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This,  then,  was  love  ?  This,  then,  was  the 
realization  of  his  star-haunted  dreams  ?  This, 
the  worship  at  the  shrine  of  religion  and  love 
combined  ?  These,  the  temples  for  his  incarnate, 
woman-shown  divinity  ?  These,  the  rites — the 
feelings — the  initiation  ?  Oh  !  how  art  thou 
changed,  Azeth  !  How  has  the  pure  become 
stained,  and  the  holy  desecrated  !  But  he 
forgot  all  in  the  burning  present.  Why 
should  he  remember  those  pale,  pure  dreams  ? 
Were  not  lips  red  with  the  pressure  of  Love's 
young  touch — cheeks  flushed  with  the  glow 
of  revelry — eyes,  wild  and  bright  with  the 
warmth  of  passion — were  not  all  these  before 
him  ?  Why,  then,  should  he  turn  from  them 
to  nourish  ghostly  phantoms,  and  worship 
cloud-woven  visions  ?  Away  !  away  !  with 
their  sad  eyes  ! 

The  dance  ended,  Berenice  seating  herself 
on  a  low  stool,  laid  her  head  on  the  Dis- 
ciple's arm  and  asked  him,  "  if  he  had  liked 
their  show  ?" 

"  Nay,  my  Sweet,  thou  dost  almost  insult 
my  manhood  when  thou  profferest  such  a  ques- 
tion !  When  I  tell  thee  that  ye  filled  every 
vein  with  fire—  strung  every  nerve  with  a 
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maddening  thrill  —  made  each  pulse  of  my 
bounding  heart  beat  like  a  torrent  leaping 
forth  at  the  motion  of  the  wand — thou  wilt 
understand  that  I  did  more  than  coldly  like 
thy  show.  Thanks,  Amasis — thanks,  kind  and 
beautiful  Lord,  for  thy  grace!"  he  continued, 
rising  and  meeting  Amasis  who  had  been 
speaking  in  a  low  voice,  apart,  to  the  maidens. 
**  I  was  unworthy  of  such  bliss.  I  was  faint 
of  heart — cold — timid — more  than  womanish. 
But  look  I  not  now  a  man  ?  Here,  feel  my 
hand  ;  is  not  that  grasp  a  man's  ? — is  not  that 
pulse  a  man's  ?  Thou  hast  taught  me,  for  the 
first  time,  to  FEEL.  Thanks,  Amasis  !  Thou 
shalt  never  more  have  cause  to  reproach  thy 
pupil  for  his  coldness.  Thou  hast  kindled  a 
fire  in  my  soul  which  death,  itself,  could  not 
quench.  Again  to  thy  weal  1"  And  he  raised 
a  bowl  to  his  lips  ;  but  before  he  had  tasted 
the  wine  Amasis  waved  his  hand,  and  the 
boy's  arm  was  transfixed  without  the  power 
of  moving. 

"  Thou  hast  drunk  enough,"  he  said.  "  Thy 
brain  will  become  maddened  outright.  Let 
the  cup  still  blush  in  its  alluring  intoxica- 
tion— it  is  not  for  thee.  Thou  must  not  even 
touch  its  brim.  Place  it  aside." 
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Mechanically  Azeth  placed  the  cup  upon  the 
tables,  fixing  his  eyes  with  a  bewildered  stare 
upon  the  Priest. 

"  Sleep,"  whispered  Amasis  in  a  deep  tone  ; 
and  the  boy  fell  on  the  ground  as'  one 
dead. 

"  And  now,  away,  minions  !"  said  the  Pon- 
tiff in  a  cold,  rough  manner.  "  Your  task  is 
ended !  Away  !  Hence  !  Stay  not  to  bid  me 
farewell,  but  off !  Oh  1  how  loathsome  is  this 
same  reality  !"  he  said  to  himself.  "  What  are 
all  these  glowing  maids  that  shone  upon  the 
youth's  senses  like  very  angels  from  above  ? — 
what  are  they  all  to  me  ?  Instruments 
from  which  any  man  may  draw  their 
sweetest  notes,  for  gold  and  pleasure  ! 
Off,  girls  !  off!  By  Amun,  your  touch  drives 
me  mad  !  Off !  away !  Slaves,  lead  them 
forth  !" 

At  the  word,  a  number  of  slaves  of  either 
sex  and  various  nations,  rushed  into  the  apart- 
ments. 

"  This  is  well,"  pursued  Amasis.  "  Now, 
bind  the  eyes  of  these  painted  moths  and  lead 
them  from  my  sight  !  Thou  poor  fool  I"  he 
added,  addressing  Azeth,  "  come  thou  with 
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me."  And  the  Priest  led  the  Disciple  from 
the  chamber. 

Placing  him  on  a  low  couch,  he  simply  ut- 
tered his  command,  that  he  should  "  Awake  !" 

And  Azeth  starting  to  his  feet,  looked  out  on 
the  silent  moonlight. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 


THE  CHAMBER  OF  THE  SPELL.    THE  INCAN- 
TATION, AND  THE  ANGEL  OF  THE  STARS. 


AZETH  looked  round  him  in  perplexed  as- 
touishinent.  Where  had  those  bright  maidens 
fled  ?  Where  were  the  living  lights  ? — the 
purple  wine  cups? — the  flowerets  breathing 
odours  that  nigh  intoxicated,  as  if  they,  too, 
were  goblets  wherein  pale  reason  lay  drowned  ? 
— the  music? — the  mirth? — the  mad  pleasure? 
— the  burning  love?  Where  were  the  spirits 
xvhich  had  flitted  around  him,  proffering  wo- 
man's warm  caresses,  while  they  subdued  his 
soul  with  the  spell  of  their  unearthly  enchant- 
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ments?  Where  was  the  kingly  voluptuary, 
— the  poet, — the  lover, — the  reveller, — Amasis, 
Lord  of  the  Hall  ?  All  fled !  all  faded  1  And 
he  was  now  alone  in  a  dark  still  chamber 
lighted  by  nothing  save  the  rays  of  the  moon, 
and  the  shimmer  of  the  stars.  Nor  flower  nor 
cup  nor  maid  was  there.  Silence,  stillness, 
chill  darkness ; — for  these  were  exchanged  the 
glories  of  the  banquet.  He  looked  out  on 
the  azure  heavens ;  but  their  pure  beauty 
seemed  to  him  worse  than  the  hideousness 
of  deformity.  The  stars  had  lost  their  spiri- 
tual song ; — the  night  had  hushed  its  holy 
lessons;  and  he  saw  only  pallid  mournful- 
ness  robing  sweet  joy  in  the  cerecloths  of  the 
dead.  And  purity,  to  the  heart  that  is  flushed 
with  luxury  and  pleasure,  is  but  another  name 
for  death. 

Azeth  could  not  look  upon  that  quiet  night 
scene  Every  ray  of  the  gentle  moon — every 
gleam  of  the  distant  stars — every  stirring  of 
the  sleeping  plants,  as  the  wind  fanned  their 
leaves, — brought  a  sense  of  wrong  and  remorse. 
He  sunk  on  the  seat  from  which  he  had  risen, 
and  groaned  aloud.  "  Am  I  to  be  ever  but  a 
puppet  in  the  hands  of  fate  !"  he  said  impati- 
ently. "  Has  all  this  been  but  a  baseless  scene 
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of  enchantments,  which  fled  as  the  master 
waved  his  hand  ?  Have  my  senses  been  mocked 
with  illusions? — my  heart  stirred  to  madness 
with  falsehoods?  Yet  if  it  were  only  a  dream, 
oh  !  why  did  I  ever  awake  !  Cruel  Amasis ! 
thou  didst  but  tempt  me !  Thou  didst  but  call 
up  passions  and  feelings  to  jeer  at  their  fu- 
tility— to  mock  at  the  agony  of  their  disap- 
pointment !  All  hath  passed  away  so  swiftly ! 
Thou  shouldst  have  let  me  linger  yet  a  little 
longer  in  the  heaven  which  thou,  thyself,  didst 
create  and  open  to  me !  My  curses  on  that 
fatal  bowl  I  I  but  raised  it  to  my  lips,  when 
in  the  same  instant  all  passed  away.  How,  I 
may  not  tell.  Where  are  the  maidens  ?  Bere- 
nice,—thou  with  thy  soft  black  eyes,  tender 
as  the  twilight  when  the  moon  smiles  on 
her — with  thy  gentle  touch  and  sweet  caressed, 
— where  hast  thou  hid  ?  Eirene,  young  sprite 
of  beauty — whence  have  they  banished  thy 
gleeful  smiles  ?  Isenofra,  proud  queen, — Nau- 
aicae,  matron  of  loveliness ! — Pyrrha  the  rosy 
lipped — all  ye  sweet-voiced  maids,  where  are 
ye?  It  is  I,  Azeth,  who  calls.  Come!  come  ! 
once  again!" 

"Nay!   that   hath  passed,"   said    the  calm 
voice  of  the   Hierophant !  and  Amasis  laid  his 
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hand  on  the  boy.  '•  That  vision  hath  fled  to 
appear  no  more.  Now  thou  must  pass  through 
another  scene.  Thou  didst  learn  the  task  set 
thee  in  the  Hall,  well  and  quickly :  now,  before 
the  shrine,  thou  must  lay  to  heart  another. 
Let  me  feel  thy  hand.  It  is  burning !  Thy 
pulse  throbs  wildly ;  thy  brows  are  scorching 
with  a  fever  which  has  withered  the  chaplet 
round  thy  locks  J  Off  with  its  tarnished 
leaves  and  drooping  berries !  and  off  with 
these  sickly  chains  of  dying  buds!  Bands 
of  effeminacy  and  luxury  are  they ; — they 
poison  where  they  no  longer  charm.  In  the 
chamber  of  science,  and  before  the  altar  of 
philosophy,  these  and  this  floating  gaudy  robe, 
are  unmeet.  Canst  thou  not  calm  thee  ?  Canst 
thou  not  still  thy  heart  to  the  quietude  of  mine?" 
"Calm? — calm,  didst  thou  say?''  repeated 
Azeth  bitterly.  "  What  thinksl  thou  of  my 
nature,  that  thou  canst  ask  me  so  mad  a  ques- 
tion? Canst  thou  rule  the  ocean's  surging 
waves,  after  thou  hast  cast  down  the  barrier 
which  stemmed  them  in  ?  Canst  thou  bid  the 
winds  cease  and  be  still,  after  thou,  thyself, 
hast  raised  the  tempest  ?  Canst  thou  awake 
the  Spirit  of  the  Desert,  and  bring  his  sand 
columns  upon  the  traveller,  then  command 
hern  to  pass  without  hurting  a  hair  of  ,  .8 


THE    EGYPTIAN.  261 

head?     Ye  may  madden,  but  ye  cannot  always 
brin^  back  the  soul  to  reason  and  repose !     My 
whole    being    hast    thou  stirred !     My   every 
thought,  nerve,  faculty,  hast  thou  strung  and 
filled ;    and    by  Heaven,  the   Dread  Assessors 
themselves  might    not  quell   or    quench  their 
fire !    The  eye  which  watches  over  the  universe 
might  not   awe  to    calmness ; — the   twin-born 
Thmei   might   not     soothe   to   virtue ;— much 
leas  thou,  a  man!" 

"Yet  though  only  a  man,  this  can  I  do," 
replied   Amasis  in  a  quiet  voice ;  "  and  I  now 
command  thee  to  be  calm  !  And  lo  !  as  I  speak, 
through  all  the  darkness  I  see  that  thy  cheek's 
deep  blush  is  fading ;  as  I  move  my  hand   thy 
pulse  is  sinking,  and  and  its  wild  throbs  are  sub- 
siding ;  as  I  gaze  upon  thee,  thine  eyes  meet  mine 
subdued  and  clear,  and  no  longer  flame  through 
the  dusk  air.     Cannot  Arnasis  still  the  storm 
which  he  hath  raised  ?     Cannot  the  Priest  ex- 
tinguish the  passions  which  he  hath  aroused  ? 
Boy !  thou  knowest  not  yet  all  that  thy  mas- 
ter can  do  !     Said  I  not  once  to  thee,  that  the 
Powers    of  the  Gods   are  in  this  hand  ?     And 
on  the  soul  of  Amun    I  sivear  it,  thou  and  all 
men  shall  feel  that  1  am  your  Lord!  that  I  deal 
with  ye  as  I  list,  and  turn  ye,  soul,  mind,  and 
body,  at  my  will ;  that  ye  have  not  a  thought 
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which  I  cannot  sway,  a  desire  which  I  cannot 
warp — a  passion  which  I  cannot  fire  or  extin- 
tinguished  as  I  raise  my  hand  P* 

While  the  Priest  spoke,  a  faint  blue  light 
suddenly  shot  out  from  a  bronze  lamp  which, 
formed  in  the  shape  of  a  Typhonian  monster, 
scowled  grimly  from  a  bracket  on  the  wall;  and 
by  its  aid,  the  boy  saw,  though  indistinctly, 
what  were  the  objects  about. 

The  chamber  in  which  he  stood,  was  spacious 
and  large ;  but  without  the  double  columns 
which  were  the  usual  accompaniments  of  such 
Egyptian  apartments.  At  the  farther  end  hung 
a  long  drapery  of  black  cloth,  upon  which 
were  worked  many  strange  characters  in  scarlet 
threads,  and  the  floor  of  the  chamber  was  covered 
with  similar  linesj;  they  were  also  traced  on  pa- 
pyrus, and  on  plates  of  wax  or  metal.  Tri- 
angles crossing  each  other;  the  circle ;  the  four- 
pointed  cross  with  its  sacred  jewel,  hallowed 
to  the  Buddhist  and  the  Hermetic  philosopher 
alike ;  the  sign  of  the  Israelites,  the  Tree  of 
Numbers,  with  its  ten  crowns  of  perfection ; 
the  mid  or  united  triangle  ;  the  mysterious 
letter;  the  hieroglyph  of  the  Holy  Bull... these 
were  a  few,  only  of  the  signs  and  characters 


THE   EGYPTIAN.  263 

traced  in  every  part  where  the  engraver  or  the 
scribe  could  work. 

In  the  centre  of  the  floor  was  a  circle, 
whose  border  was  composed  of  the  zodiacal 
figures,  encompassed  by  the  two  mystic 
female  forms... the  impersonations  of  Tpe... 
covered  with  star-dust,  and  bearing  the 
blazing  sun  and  sacred  beetle.  The  same 
diagram  was  on  the  roof,  which  was  in  fact 
one  of  those  planisphere  roofs  so  much  re- 
nowned in  all  the  then  known  world;  the  inte- 
rior of  both  bore  the  letters  A  U  M. 

Azeth  made  a  casual  movement  forward ; 
when  the  Hierophant  caught  his  hand. 

"  Stay,"  he  said,  sinking  his  voice  to  a  whis- 
per. "  Within  this  charmed  circle  thou  mayst 
not  enter !  Round  its  ring  are  myriads  of  angels 
and  spirits,  who  would  slay  thee,  were  thine 
unhallowed  foot  to  cross  its  sacred  lines.  Thou 
must  undergo  thy  trial,  ere  thou  be  deemed 
worthy  to  overstep  that  border !  Stay ! 
Stay,  till  the  spell  is  working  !  Stay,  till  I 
command  its  genii  to  respect  my  pupil !" 

The  light  flamed  high  and  steady,  and 
its  livid  blue  was  slightly  brightened.  Azeth 
turned  his  eyes,  for  the  first  time,  upon  the 
Priest,  His  dress  was  again  changed.  Gone 
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were  the  roses — the  bright  chaplets — the  glit- 
tering garb — the  gay  sandals;  and  he  now 
stood  before  the  boy,  simply  clothed  in  a  large, 
loose,  black  robe,  embroidered  round  the  hem 
with  small  silver  stars.  Bound  his  head  he 
wore  a  band  of  the  same ;  and,  excepting  for 
this,  and  the  broad  golden  girdle  which  he  had 
worn  at  the  Banquet,  no  ornament  now  shone 
where  late  such  lavish  wealth  had  gleamed. 
His  feet  were  bare ;  his  hands  and  arms  un- 
covered, and  unadorned.  Azeth  involuntarily 
bent  his  head. 

In  that  mysterious  chamber — all  darkness  and 
all  silence — he  looked  the  fit  Lord  of  the.Unseen 
Powers — the  very  incarnation  of  the  invisible 
essences  about  him.  His  voice,  so  harmonious, 
and  so  calm,  was  itself  a  spell  more  potent 
than  the  speech  it  uttered ;  his  gestures,  ma- 
jestic— slow — commanding — had  each  the  power 
of  magic  herbs,  and  incantations,  and  telesmes, 
and  teraphim.  His  very  height  and  bulk 
seemed  magnified,  as  the  boy  gazed  on  him 
through  the  darkness  of  the  still  chamber. 
None  would  have  thought  that  he,  the 
Priest  and  the  philosopher,  the  calm 
sage  whose  soul  was  purified  to  the  etherial 
purity  of  the  genii  of  the  sun — had  so  late 
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appeared  before  that  boy  as  a"  tempter,  sedu- 
cer, libertine,  and  voluptuary ;  that  his  teach- 
ing had  been  blasphemies,  and  his  faith 
Atheism  ;  that  he  had  mocked  at  the  holiness 
which  he  assumed,  and  named  its  glory  false- 
hood! 

"  Look  round  the  chamber  my  son,"  said 
the  Priest  after  a  short  silence.  "  Thou  wilt 
see  much  that  will  be  strange  to  thee  ;  and 
various  instruments  whose  uses  will  surprise, 
while  they  delight.  Yet  with  all  that  thou  now 
beholdest,  nought  supernatural  is  connected. 
The  agents  of  my  celestial  dealings  are  invisible 
to  thee." 

*e  And  may  not  be  looked  upon  ?*  said  Azeth 
wearily  ;  for  in  spite  of  the  Priest's  boast  that 
he  had  quelled  the  excitement  which  he  had 
raised,  there  was  left  that  lassitude — that  in- 
difference to  all  objects  which  required  thought, 
or  energy,  or  concentration — that  wearied  de- 
sire for  sleep  and  rest,  or  for  the  return  of 
those  delights  which  had  just  passed  away—- 
that faintness  of  mind,  so  to  speak— that  apathy 
of  heart,  which  ever  follows  the  over-straining 
of  the  passions,  and  the  excess  of  feeling. 

s<  Not  until  I  remove  the  film  of  ignorance 
from  thine  eyes,"  answered  the  Priest 
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"  The  process  is  tedious,"  returned  Azeth, 
still  with  the  same  languid  tone  and  air. 

*'  Thou  art  fainting  so  soon  ?" 

"  Had  I  not  been  thy  guest  in  the  Hall — 
or  being  there,  had  I  never  issued  from  its 
portals,  my  soul  would  have  been  at  rest,"  an- 
swered Azeth.  u  It  is  this  duality  of  purpose 
— this  opposition  of  feeling  —  which  has  torn 
my  manhood  asunder.  Thou  canst  not  with 
the  one  moment  offer  me  the  passionate  mai- 
dens of  the  Banquet — with  the  next,  the  calm 
pure  face  of  philosophy,  and  think  that  my 
soul  can  leap,  like  a  young  kid  among  the 
hills,  gaily  and  freely  from  each  to  each  ?" 

"  And  thou  wouldst  not  look  en  thine  Angel 
of  the  Stars?" 

Azeth  covered  hia  face. 

*'  I  have  been  false  to  her  holy  love,"  he 
muttered. 

"  Thou  hast  loved  her  long  ?"  pursued  the 
Priest.  "  From  thy  youngest  childhood 
thou  hast  marked  her  Sittings  round  thy  way  ? 
It  is  a  powerful  tie,  this  love  of  childhood. 
Let  the  lessons  learnt  then  be  even  such  as 
the  man  must  despise,  still  do  their  sweet  re- 
membrance cling  to  the  soul,  and  haunt  it  like 
an  evening  odour.  Canst  thou  remember, 
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Azeth,  all  the  gentle  feelings  associated  with 
this  love  of  thine  ?  all  thy  dreams,  and  visions, 
and  bright  imaginings  ?  Like  fresh  water  in 
the  desert,  do  these  remembrances  come  upon 
us,  in  our  journey  through  life's  san4y  waste." 

"  Nay !  nay !"  repeated  the  Disciple  vehe- 
mently. "  They  come  like  the  poison  of  the 
serpent's  tooth,  stinging  us  to  tears  for  the 
thought  of  the  degraded,  abject,  slaves  of  sin, 
which  time  and  temptation  have  made  us." 

"  I  know  not  where  thy  self-accusations 
and  loud  words  of  reproach  would  tend,"  said 
Amasis  sternly 

"  Where  ?  From  what  scene  hast  thou  just 
now  torn  me  ?  Beautiful,  warm,  and  glowing— 
was  it  the  scene  best  fitted  for  the  Worship  of 
a  Starry  Love  ?" 

"  Aye !"  replied  Amasis  with  a  careless  air. 
"  It  was  a  scene  of  nature — an  acted  portion  of 
the  human  soul — a  representation  of  part  of 
the  human  passions.  It  was  nature,  I  repeat, 
and  therefore  a  scene  necessary  for  thee." 

*•  Why  didst  thou  then  take  me  from 
thence?"  cried  the  boy  impatiently.  "  If  so 
true  and  good,  why  not  leave  me  there  ?" 

"And  did  1  promise  to  journey  with  my 
N  3 
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friend  through  the  wide  plain  of  the  earth,  I 
would  not  imprison  him  for  ever  in  the  first 
beauteous  bower  at  which  we  halted."  And 
the  Priest  turned  away  scornfully. 

Azeth  was  silent. 

'*  Thy  ignorance  is  like  that  of  all  youth," 
resumed  Amasis.  *'  Thou  dost  reproach  thy 
guide,  because,  sure  of  his  way,  he  heeds  not 
thy  cries  and  prayers  to  be  led  where  he 
knows  lieth  destruction.  Thou  dost  start  from 
his  side,  because,  promising  to  show  thee  Truth, 
he  will  not  yield  to  thy  fancy,  and  name 
this  each  painted  idol  that  stands  before  thee. 
Thou  art  like  the  dog,  Azeth,  who  whines  for 
the  poisoned  cake,  and  would  tear  the  hand 
that  withholds  it." 

tl  Yet  the  Master  did  not  well  to  offer  this 
cake,  knowing  that  its  seeds  contained 
death,"  replied  Azeth  with  some  of  his  former 
humility. 

"  Poison,  administered  discreetly,  is  medicine, 
and  heals.  In  too  large  quantities  it  is  death. 
The  dog  could  not  judge;  it  was  for  the 
Master  to  decide  what  quantity  was  the  heal- 
ing, and  what  the  deadly,  drug.  The  dark 
nepenthes,  at  the  first  and  moderately  used, 
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brings  visions  of  beauty  and  delight — con- 
tinued in— increased — it  produces  madness, 
and  then  death." 

"  Thou  sayest  just  things,"  said  Azeth 
simply.  "  Thy  tasks  are  hard  to  perform. 
Do  not  then  condemn  me,  if  I  cannot  execute 
them  on  the  instant.  The  young  slave 
whose  dexterity  so  delighted  us,  had  made 
many  a  false  trial,  and  many  a  time  had  lost 
her  footing,  ere  she  was  able  to  leap  through 
her  garland-hoop.  The  mind  is  harder  to  teach 
than  the  step." 

"  And  therefore  more  necessary  to  be 
taught  patience  and  trust.  These  are  the  two 
greatest  lessons  of  the  Initiatory  trials,  Azeth^ 
If  thou  dost  succeed  then,  no  better  than  at 
present  in  learning  them,  the  stern  Hiero- 
phants  will  slay  thee  in  the  ordeal." 

"  And  I  would  not  weep,"  returned  the 
Disciple :  "  for  what  will  the  Initiation  teach 
me  !" 

"  What  will  the  Initiation  teach  thee  ?  Did 
my  ears  play  me  false,  or  was  that  senseless 
question  really  thine?" 

"  It  was  mine,  O  Amasis  !  I  repeat  it.*' 

"  The  Initiation  will  teach  thee  this,"  re- 
turned the  Priest  slowly.  "  The  practical  ap- 
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plication  of  the  truths  which  I  have   shown, 
and  yet  will  show  thee." 

**  I  would  that  hour  was  come,' '  sighed  the 
Disciple. 

Amasis  bent  forward,  and  looked  into  his 
eyes. 

"  Have  patience,"  he  then  said. 

"  Aye,"  replied  Azeth.  *'  I  must  fold  my 
hands,  and  see  the  fruits  of  the  Resplendent 
Season  fall  from  their  boughs,  while  I  am  bid 
to  wait  for  their  ripening." 

"  Thy  mind  and  soul  must  have  ripened  yet 
more,  before  I  may  draw  aside  the  Mysterious 
Veil.  The  Saitic  Inscription  saith,  that  no 
mortal  can  draw  aside  this  veil.  But  all  men 
are  not  mortal,  Azeth,  and  the  Golden  Drink 
is  not  the  mere  fable  of  a  heated  fancy.  With 
this,"  he  continued,  taking  out  of  a  secret 
box,  a  bottle  filled  with  a  liquid  like  molten 
gold.  "  With  this  do  I  defy  death,  and  with 
these  do  I  constrain  the  Invisible,"  and  he 
pointed  to  the  Charmed  Circle. 

In  the  midst  stood  an  altar,  placed  there  by 
some  unknown  means ;  sprung  from  the  earth ; 
or  formed  by  the  vapours  ;  not  wrought  by 
mortal  tools.  It  was  ot  one  entire  stone  of 
the  same  species  as  that  of  which  the  Great 
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Statue  of  the  Babylonian  Belus  was  formed — 
green  and  flashing.  On  it  lay  gold,  and  silver, 
and  lapis-lazuli  plates,  and  waxen  medallions, 
and  papyrus  rolls  ;  each  marked  with  numbers, 
and  letters,  and  signs,  and  images.  The  most 
precious  incense  which  Arabia  could  furnish, 
enclosed  in  bronze  censers,  and  one  small 
flower-bearing  wand,  shaped  as  a  serpent  and 
resting  against  the  three  steps  on  which  a 
blood-red  cross  was  mounted,  also  stood  on  the 
altar-top.  "  With  these  do  I  constrain  and 
subdue,"  he  repeated  proudly,  ct  Thou,  thy- 
self, shalt  judge  if  Amasis  speaks  truth,  or 
boasts  falsely." 

"  And  thou  art  undying,  and  the  Lord  of 
the  Stars?"  murmured  Azeth,  putting  back 
the  hair  which  had  fallen  over  his  flushed  fore- 
head. 

''  These  am  I,"  returned  Amasis  grasping 
the  boy's  hand.  "  And  such  shalt  thou  be 
also,  if  thou  wilt  obey  my  commands ;  if  thou 
wilt  be  brave  and  bold,  and  look  at  Truth  face 
to  face  with  the  fit  calmness  of  the  man. 
Canst  thou  dare,  not  only  dangers,  but  that 
which  thou  hast  been  taught  to  name — Sin  ? 
Canst  thou  fearlessly  defy  those  shadows  to 
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which  thou  hast  hitherto  given  substance,  and 
look  on  the  Nothingness  of  thy  cherished  vir- 
tues? Canst  thou  behold  the  Gods  as  they 
are,  and  forget  the  glory  with  which  thou  hast 
invested  them  ?  Speak ,  Lay  thine  hand  upon 
thy  heart.  Tell  me  if  its  pulse  be  true,  and 
its  purpose  fixed.  Tell  me  if,  *  I  dare  not,' 
lords  it  over,  '  I  would  ;'  or  if  the  Man,  meet- 
ing with  ghastly  phantoms,  can  oppose  and 
overcome." 

Azeth  took  the  hand  of  the  Hierophant  be- 
tween his  own,  and  raising  it  to  his  lips  said 
in  a  calm  voice. 

u  I  will  dare  alL  Lead  me  to  the  Truth.  I 
will  dare  all:  even  that  which  I  may  have 
named  Sin.  Truth  cannot  be  guilt." 

"  Hush,"  whispered  Amasis.  "  The  spirits 
around  will  hear  thee,  and  assemble  at  thy 
bidding.  Question  thy  soul  once  more. 
Blush  not  to  retract,  if  thou  dost  find  there 
some  unthought  of  weakness;  blush  not  to 
show  it.  Think  once  again.  Canst  thou  dare 
all,  and  shrink  neither  in  spirit  nor  in  limb  ?" 

"  And  again  do  I  say,  fill  up  the  cup  of 
horrora  to  the  brim,  but  leave  Reality  for 
the  last  draught,  and  I  will  drain  it  to 
the  latest  drop." 
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"  There  Is  a  boldness  in  thy  tone,  and  a 
calmness  in  thine  eyes,  that  speaks  well  for 
thee.  I  accept  thy  pledge.  Take  heed  that 
thou  redeem  it,  else  at  thine  own  peril  will  it 
lie  uncancelled.  Spirits,  appear!" 

The  Hierophant  vanished  as  he  pronounced  his 
adjuration,  but  on  turning  his  eyes  upward, 
Azeth  beheld  him  standing,  his  only  footstool 
the  billowy  flames — his  only  support  the  sultry 
air.  His  form  shrouded  in  its  long  dark  man- 
tle— surrounded  by  fire  as  by  a  re^al  canopy — 
his  arms  outstretched  to  protect  the  young 
Disciple — his  glorious  head  bound  round  with 
a  band  of  light  -  bending  forward,  as  if  he 
were  the  boy's  guardian  angel,  the  spirit  of  his 
fortunate  ttar — hovering  thus  in  the  etherial 
element  as  it  were  his  own;  impervious  to 
danger ;  obeyed  by  the  free  elements,  as  by 
fawning  slave*  of  earth ;  he  looked  indeed  one 
of  the  Gods  whose  existence  he  denied,  and 
whose  omnipotence  he  rivalled.  For  an  instant, 
only,  Azeth  saw  him  thus ;  when  the  flames 
ahut  him  in  with  their  impenetrable  wall  of 
brightness ;  and  the  last  glia'pse  revealed  him 
waving  his  arms,  summoning  some  distant 
things  to  approach. 

A  long,  low  shriek  sounded  through  the  air. 
N  5 


274  AZETH  : 

It  was  repeated,  and  echoed  by  various  voices, 
till  it  rung  through  the  chamber — a  wail  of  pain 
and  desolation.  And  through  the  surging 
flames  loomed  black,  gigantic,  goblin  figures, 
with  hideous  brows  and  loathsome  deformi- 
ties; some  in  the  white  robes  of  the  dead, 
and  others  bleeding  from  the  Ethiop  flint. 
With  mocking  gestures  and  threatening  at- 
titudes, they  come,  their  shadowy  forms  tra- 
versing the  lofty  chamber,  as  dread  minis- 
ters of  terror  summoned  to  execute  vengeance 
on  presumption.  Pale  and  wan  they  looked; 
and  Azeth  coulJ  scarce  repress  a  shudder  as 
he  watched  many  an  eye  turn  on  him  with  a 
stony  stare,  and  many  a  taloned  claw  stretch 
out  to  strangle  him  with  its  gripe.  And  now 
they  all  crowd  closer — closer  ;  they  come  near 
so  that  their  floating  robes  touched  the  boy, 
and  their  clammy  breath  waved  over  his  brow  ; 
their  dull  dead  eyes  glare  into  his ;  their  blue 
lips  move,  as  the  cry  and  the  shriek  go  on. 
And  Azeth  heard  thrice,  and  thrice  again,  re- 
peated the  words :  "  Woe  unto  Azeth  !  Woe 
to  the  failing  heart  who  hath  called  us  up  from 
our  sleep  1"  And  some  raised  their  hands  me- 
nacingly, while  bright  daggers  and  fal- 
chions gleamed  in  their  grasp ;  and  others  lifted 
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theirs  imploringly,   with  an  abject  misery  that 
was  worse  than  the  fury  of  the  rest. 

Azeth  folded  his  arms  and  looked  quietly  on. 
With  a  shrill  cry  of  disappointment,  the  phan- 
toms, vanquished  by  the  boy's  fearlessness, 
faded  gradually  away,  and  not  a  trace  of  their 
presence  was  left ;  save  a  thin  white  mist  that 
curled  upward  and  hung  on  the  roof. 

*'  Tnou  hast  conquered,"  said  Arnaais,  coin- 
ing behind  the  boy.  "  Thy  heart  is  brave,  and 
thy  destiny  shall  be  bright.  One  flower  from 
the  Philosopher's  Silver  Tree  hast  thou  already 
plucked,  and  soon  all  its  fruits  and  flowers  shall 
fill  thy  lap.  Thou  hast  done  bravely,  and  de- 
served well !" 

"And  I  am  rewarded  if  I  obtain  thy  praise, 
O  my  father  I"  returned  Azeth. 

"  Tnou  wouldst  see  more  ?" 

"  I  would  see  all." 

"  Thy  wish  shall  be  accomplished !  Azazel, 
come!"  shouted  the  Hierophant.  "Azazel! 
Azazel !  where  art  thou  ?  Speed  thee,  bright 
bird  !" 

As  Amasis  called,  a  bright  raJiauce,  a  light, 
neither  of  the  moon,  nor  the  day,  nor  the 
flame,  flowed  into  the  chamber.  It  did  not 
come  from  this  spot,  nor  from  that;  but  it 
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burst  forth  at  once,  as  if  it  were  the  inherent 
property  of  the  air  itself.  At  the  bidding  of 
Amasis,  a  small  and  beautiful  bird  flew  into  his 
bosom;  fluttering  its  wings  and  straining  its 
throat,  while  it  uttered  a  few  short  and  sweet 
notes. 

"  Thou  lookest  on  my  winged  servant  with 
astonishment,"  said  Amasis,  smiling,  as  he 
stroked  the  golden  plumage  of  the  bird,  which 
moved  its  head  to  receive  the  Priest's  caresses, 
while  its  eyes  shot  out  flames  like  the 
sparkles  of  the  diamond  or  the  opal.  But 
bright  and  changing  as  were  those  eyes,  their 
glances  did  not  speak  of  life.  "  This  is  my 
own  creation,"  pursued  the  Hierophant.  "  I 
captured  a  rebel  spirit,  and  enshrined  it  thus  . 
and  now  my  Bird  Azazel  is  the  most  docile  of 
my  messengers.  Wing  thee,  sweet  Bird,  unto 
the  Tree  of  Choice,  and  pluck  me  from  thence 
a  barren  leaf,  or  beauteous  flower,  according  as 
the  stars  are  propitious  or  unfriendly  to  the 
hour  !" 

The  bird  poised  itself  a  moment  on  the 
Priest's  finger,  then  slowly  flapping  its  \\  ings, 
with  a  motion  that  gradually  increased 
in  speed  and  lightness,  it  flew  through  the 
chamber,  to  where  a  shining  shrub  grew  in  a 
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porcelain  vase  of  the  Pigeon's  neck  manufac- 
ture. The  stein  and  branches  of  the  tree  were 
of  gold,  the  leaves  of  silver,  and  the  different 
coloured  buds  were  of  the  various  precious  stones 
whose  hues  they  bore.  Here,  waved  a  long, 
graceful  tendril,  covered  with  the  jasmine's 
star-shaped  flowers,  made  of  the  ocean's  darl- 
ing, the  gentle  pearl ;  there,  a  large  purple 
blossom  proudly  reared  its  amethystine  head, 
while  in  its  convolute  bell  glanced  diamond 
spray  that  mocked  the  morning's  dew ;  here, 
the  deep  blue  flower  of  the  desert  rested  its 
lazuli  head  against  the  ruby  leaves  of  the  rose, 
while  the  green  leaves  of  the  emerald  held  the 
cup  of  the  pale  lotus. 

As  the  bird  approached,  one  of  the  lily  buds 
inclined  its  majestic  atalk ;  and  the  leaves  of 
the  tree  were  violently  agitated,  and  trem- 
bled in  concert  with  the  fluttering  wings  of 
the  spiritual  messenger.  And  some  of  them 
partially  opened  their  bells,  while  the  downy 
stamina  appeared  beyond  the  lips  of  the  leaves, 
looking  like  eyes  within  the  sweet  blossom, 
peeping  shyly  at  the  stranger. 

"  The  omen  is  propitious !"  cried  Amasis, 
holding  forth  his  closed  hand.  And  Azazel, 
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the  bird,  plucking  the  lotus,  bore  it  in  its  beak 
to  its  master  ;  trilling  its  few  soft  notes,  and 
agitating  its  wings  with  a  delirious  pleasure. 
And  every  now  and  then  it  gently  struck  its 
beak  against  the  lips  and  cheek  of  Amasis,  ex- 
pressing as  fully  as  if  it  had  had  the  gift  of 
human  voice  and  speech  ;  *  I  love  thee  —I  love 
thee!" 

"  Such  unfailing  attendants  as  tbese,"  said 
Amasis,  *'  are  but  one  of  the  delights  of  the 
sage's  knowledge  !  Between  this  sweet  minstrel 
and  yonder  magic  shrub,  exists  the  sympathe- 
tic intelligence  which  belongs  to  all  incorpo- 
rated spirits.  My  Azazel  is  the  active,  the 
golden-boughed  bush  the  answering,  agent. 
Both  are  alike  animated  —  both  are  alike 
the  prison  and  the  fbrrn  of  a  captive  dae- 
mon I" 

"And  a  spirit  is  in  that  Tree,  and  its  leaves 
and  it  flowers  feel  ?"  said  the  boy,  wonder- 


•'  If  it  were  not  so,  how  could  the  one  obey 
my  commands,  and  how  could  the  other  tell  of 
the  stars  ?     Tame  the  dove,  and  she  will  come 
at  thy  voice,  and  rest  on  thy  hand  ;  but  she 
will  not  understand  when  thou  dost  bid  her 
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pluck  leaf  or  bud  from  the  woods !  Nurture 
the  rarest  plant — thou  canst  not  bring  lotus, 
and  rose,  and  jasmine,  to  bloom  in  sweet  con- 
cord on  the  same  stem;  and  thou  canst  not 
establish  between  it  and  heaven,  an  intelligence 
which  will  teach  thee,  and  not  fail!"  While 
the  Priest  said  these  words,  something  gleamed 
out  from  his  eyes  that  was  false.  **  And  now 
away,  Azazel !' '  he  continued,  casting  off  the 
bird.  "  Thy  night's  task  is  done.  Home  to 
thy  flower-nest !" 

The  bird,  again  poising  itself  with  difficulty, 
flew  slowly  away  ;  and  after  hovering  for  some 
time  above  the  Tree,  with  a  sudden  dart  en- 
tered the  convolute  bell  of  the  purple  ame- 
thyst, whose  leaves  closed  with  a  quick  spring 
and  slight  noise,  while  all  the  other  buds  folded 
up  their  petals,  and  drooped  their  heads.  It  was 
as  when  you  see  a  troop  of  young,  bright  girls, 
each  too  young  for  motherhood,  cluster  round 
a  boy-child  that  has  been  entrusted  to  their 
charge ;  their  graceful  necks  drooping ;  their 
tender  arms  held  forth ;  their  soft  eyes  glisten- 
ing with  the  girl's  pleasure  at  this  entrusted 
guardianship.  Softly  they  steal  around  the 
mossy  bed  whereon  he  lies  ;  softly  they  strew 
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rose  leaves  over  his  dimpled  limbs,  and  gently 
lisp  out  soothing  songs,  while  they  fan  away 
the  butterflies  and  the  birds  with  their  floating 
hair ;  and  gaily  they  laugh  when  he  awakes, 
and  they  hear  his  sweet  tones  calling  to  them 
in  baby  spoken  love  to  sport  with  him  in  the 
acacia  shade.  And  thus  the  buds  and  leaves 
of  that  golden  Tree  seemed  to  hang  and  cluster 
round  the  sleeping  bird;  as  if  the  spirits  of  these 
bright  girls  were  enshrined  in  this  odorous  casket 
of  the  flower-temple. 

"The  very  stones  h,:ve  their  loves,"  said  the 
Priest,  pointing  to  the  amethystine  bell. 
"  Throughout  all  nature  rules  the  mysterious 
sympathy  of  attraction.  The  whole  life  of 
creation  is  sentient  — its  being  bound  up  with 
the  Being  of  the  Universal  Spirit,  the  vivific, 
all-pervading  Demiurgos !" 

•'And  He-?" 

"  Is  Love  and  Life." 

_ 

u  His  garment  is  glorious !"  murmured 
Azeth,  devoutly.  "  If  earth  be  the  visible 
form  of  the  Eicton  he  hath  chosen  a  brightest 
robe  for  himself!" 

*'  Not  only  the  garment,  Azeth,  but  the  im- 
personation also  !  Were  there  no  visible  Crea- 
tion, there  would  be  no  Invisible  Spirit 
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— were  there  no   World,  there  would  be  no 
Phtha  !" 

**  And  is  there  not  a  spiritual  existence  lying 
deeper   than  this  physical   one  ?      Ah   yes  I' 
sighed  Azeth. 

"  This  sign,  said  Amasis  pointing  to  the 
centre  diagram  on  the  black  curtain :  "  this  is 
the  sign  of  the  Demiurgos.  The  triliteral 
name  emblemizing  the  Triple  powers  of  Life, 
is  inclosed  in  the  interweaved  triangle,  the 
priestly  symbol  of  perfection.  This  again  in- 
cludes the  marks  of  the  God  of  the  Israelite, 
— of  that  nation  which  is,  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Egyptian,  the  very  abomination  of  the  earth — 
to  show  that  Perfection,  the  other  name  for 
the  Monad,  includes  all  men  and  all  creeds. 
At  the  base  these  three  marks  are  conjoined 
in  the  Sacred  Cross,  the  8ign  of  Life ;  and  all 
is  engirdled  by  the  Universal  Circle,  through 
which  traverses  the  Larger  Trigon, — the  type 
of  the  Perfectness  of  the  All.  This  is  the 
sign  of  the  Eicton, — the  Demiurgos, — the 
Monad  of  the  adytum  :  in  other  words  the 
Life  of  that  nature  which  knows  neither  crea- 
tor nor  upholder,  but  fashioning  and  maintain- 
ing herself  from  eternity  to  infinity,  is  the 
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only  God  in  whose  Temple  man  may  wor- 
ship !" 

There  was  something  in  the  Priest's  tone  and 
look  so  majestic —something  so  lofty  and  so 
grand  in  his  doctrine, — that  Azeth  forgot  all 
but  the  beauty  of  this  teaching. 

"  The  scale  in  which  we  weigh  Divinity," 
pursued  Amasis,  "  is  Power.  We  name  the 
invisible  essences  of  life,  angels,  and  gods,  and 
genii,  and  daemons,  because  they,  unfettered  by 
the  coporeity  which  binds  men  down  to  sen- 
sualism, can  seize  on  those  elements  of  nature 
which  to  us  are  impassable,  and  constrain 
them  to  obedience.  And  thus  we  bow  before 
them  as  to  beings  superior  to  ourselves,  be- 
cause they  can  effect  more.  But  when  a  man 
who  has  passions,  feelings,  affections,  and 
hopes,  to  animate  and  strengthen,  and  lend 
consistency  to  his  soul, — when  he  can  mount 
into  the  Etherial  Region,  and  pluck  the  proud 
spirits  from  their  thrones,  and  wre^t  from  them 
their  powers,  and  make  them  his  slaves  ;— when 
he  can  mingle  with  the  incorporeal  existencies, 
and  unite  their  rapid  force  and  vivid  intelli- 
gence with  his  own  colossal  fabric  of  feeling 
and  passion  ; — then,  such  an  one  becomes  in 
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truth  the  Ruler  of  the  Universe,— the  Incor- 
porate Divinity.  For  he  contains  the  Double 
Life  in  one  frame — he  has  enshrined  the  Mystic 
Dual  Number  in  the  one  casket  of  himself! 
And  further,  when  he  can  thus  subdue  the 
primal  elements  of  that  system,  of  which  he 
is  only  an  inferior  part. ..a  lesser  member;  and, 
ascending  from  earth,  find  above  no  might 
superior  to  his  own ;  when  he  can  lift  up  the 
veil  between  the  Seen  and  the  Unseen,  and, 
entering  the  World  of  Spirits,  constrain  all 
that  he  meets... can  he  still  say  that  there  ex- 
ists a  Being  of  whom  not  a  trace  is  visible ; 
whose  so-called  manifestation  through  creation, 
is  the  simple  self-manifestation  of  life ;  whose 
abode  in  the  realms  of  air  he  finds  untenanted 
by  aught  too  superior  for  him  to  tmbdue  ?  Can 
he  still  say  that  there  exists  that  Being  whom 
thou  callest  GOD,  after  he  has  pierced  through 
the  covering  of  superstition  in  which  ignorance 
clothed  reality,  then  knelt  to  her  own  puppet, 
and  found  him  not  ? 

"  If  thou  dost  not  trust  unto  me,"  the  Priest 
added  after  a  short  pause,  his  voice  sunk  to  a 
deep  whisper ;  "  at  least  thou  wilt  trust  the 
words  of  one  of  the  Angels  of  the  Stars ! 
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I  promised  to  show  her  to  thee  on  this  night. 
Amasis  gives  not  a  wordy  assurance  of  his 
power,  then  falters  at  the  accomplishment ! 
This  night  thou  shalt  behold  one  of  the  aerial 
intelligences  incorporate  as  woman,  who  shall 
speak  to  thee  truths,  the  same  as  those  which 
my  lips  have  uttered.  Art  thou  prepared  ?" 

*' For  her... for  her — oh!  not  prepared,  but 
panting !"  gasped  Azeth.  "  Oh !  bid  her  speed 
to  me!  Master... father... I  will  kneel  to  thee 
...I  will  worship  thee... if  thou  wilt  but  bring 
to  my  sight... to  my  senses... the  papable  form 
of  the  Angel  of  the  Star!  Oh!  stay  not!... 
tarry  not !  Haste  thee  to  command  her  pre- 
sence !  Why  hast  thou  wasted  so  many  preci- 
ous hours  ?  Why  didst  thou  give  me  the  un- 
satisfying delights  of  the  Hall,  that  only  coun- 
terfeited the  True  Joy,  and  left  sorrow  at  the 
waking... rather  than  the  living  bliss  of  her 
appearance  ?" 

"Thou  didst  learn  there  what  was  Plea- 
sure ;  now  thou  shalt  know  what  is  Love !" 

"  Swiftly... oh!  swiftly  be  thy  task  com- 
pleted!" cried  the  boy  passionately.  "Oh! 
stay  not  to  prove  by  words,  but  teach  me  by 
deeds,  this  boundless  Love!" 
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"  And  dost  thou  lose  thy  patience  so  soon  ? 
Nay !  then  it  must  be  exercised  I  As  the 
•teve's  constant  speed  by  the  chariot-wheels 
of  his  master  adds  swiftness  to  that  speed,  so 
use  increases  the  power  of  every  virtue,  and 
adds  to  every  faculty  !" 

"Canst  thou  thus  torture  me!"  groaned 
Azeth. 

"I  repeat  my  former  words,"  pursued  the 
Priest.  "  Thou  didst  strip  off  the  mask  of 
Pleasure, — but  one  short  hour  has  passed,  and 
thou  shalt  scan  the  face  of  Love.  And  both 
in  their  turn  are  truths.  But  the  course  of 
life  usually  gives  the  last  first,  to  the  lips  of 
youth  ;  and  reserves  the  wine-cup  of  pleasure 
for  the  hour  of  satiety  in  Love !  But  thou 
didst  wear  the  false  emerald,  whilst  thou 
couldst  not  distinguish  it  from  the  true ;  and 
now  do  I  offer  thee  the  perfect  jewel !  Hang 
it  on  thy  heart,  boy!  But  remember — it  is 
not  a  love  for  thy  passions,  as  was  the  Love 
of  the  Hall.  Thou  mayst  indeed  love,  but 
apiritually.  Thou  mayst  touch  the  hem  of  the 
robe,  but  thou  mayst  not  sigh  upon  the  lip, 
nor  lay  a  finger  on  the  silken  hair  I  For 
though  I  am  the  Master  of  the  Spirits,  they 
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may  not  be  subjected  to  the  will  of  another, 
be  that  other  even  my  Disciple !" 

"  Thou  art  not  about  to  lead  ine  to  the  gar- 
den's porch,  bidding  me  gaze  upon  the  beau- 
ties of  the  flowery  fields,  then  command  me  to 
withdraw  ?" 

"  Lay  my  words  to  heart,"  answered  Amasis 
coldly.  "  Hush !  Give  me  thine  hand.  Un- 
sandal  thy  feet,  before  I  lead  thee  within  the 
Charmed  Circle." 

Azeth  obeyed.  The  Priest  took  a  white 
linen  robe,  and  flinging  it  over  the  boy,  covered 
his  whole  person  in  its  ample  folds.  The  gar- 
ment was  covered  wfth  zodiacal  and  astral 
signs ;  and  over  the  spot  which  covered  his 
heart,  was  the  Sign  of  the  Benevolent  Star. 

"  Thy  Seat  of  Life  is  guarded,"  said  the 
Priest  pointing  to  the  figure.  "  Thou  mayst 
fear  nothing  with  this  telesme,  and  the  shield 
of  courage,  to  defend  thee.  But  the  last  is 
the  truest  protection." 

"  1  fear  nothing,"  replied  Azeth  with  a  rapt 
look.  "  The  Angel  of  the  Star  will  not  harm 
her  worshippers." 

"  But  the  unfriendly  demons  ?" 
"  1  trust  to  the  omnipotence  of  Good  " 
"  Well  and   bravely   spoken.     Now  kneel. 
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Let  thy  knee  rest  upon  the  line  opposite  to 
the  Bull,  the  sign  of  Life.  Thou  hast  now 
the  guardian  deity  of  Meeore,  the  wheat- 
crowned  Mother-maid,  beaming  on  thee  with 
her  mild  glance  and  gentle  smile.  Not  aa 
Isis  the  Goddess,  but  as  the  Deity  of  the 
Virgin  Planet.  This  aspect,  together  with  the 
conjunction  ot  the  resplendent  Star  of  Egypt, 
the  blazing  Sun  of  Sothis,  pouring  out  his 
glory  full  upon  thee,  will  secure  to  thee  the 
good  will  of  their  genii.  For  thou  art  not  yet 
the  Lord,  and  thou  must  propitiate  the  power 
which  thou  canst  not  command.  Hereafter, 
thou  mayst  rule.  Veil  thine  eyes.  Continue 
kneeling.  Hush  !  the  Genii  come !" 

The  priest  had  spoken  in  a  quick  and  trem- 
bling voice ;  as  if  he  wished  to  hide  his  agi- 
tation from  himself,  by  using  rapid  tones  and 
careless  wordb. 

A  dead  silence  ensued.  Not  a  sound  broke 
the  stillness,  excepting  the  deep  breath  of  the 
Hierophant,  which  came  in  gasps  and  sobs. 
At  last  Azeth  heard  the  faint  rushing  of 
wings;  and  a  shower  of  small,  glistening, 
white  buds  fell  around  him.  The  sweeping 
touch  fanned  him  nearer ;  the  shadowy  wings 
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encompassed  him,  and  gave  out  flashes  of 
light,  and  a  sweet  perfume.  The  flowers 
still  fell  from  the  air.  Their  odour  was 
strange  as  their  form.  Their  cups  were 
filled  with  dew — brighter —clearer — than  any 
which  had  ever  fallen  from  the  eyes  of  Heaven 
on  the  plain  of  the  earth.  They  were  buds 
from  the  Blessed  Groves ;  or  from  the  golden 
fields  of  the  Stars.  The  cold  mists  of  winter, 
or  the  scorching  fury  of  the  simoom,  had  never 
passed  over  those  radiant  blossoms ! 

"  Thou  art  pure !  thou  art  pure  I"  sang  a 
sweet  voice.  "  The  Angels  love  thee  1  They 
will  come  at  thy  bidding,  spoken  by  the 
Master's  enchantments.  Thou  art  holy.  Thou 
art  worthy  to  look  upon  the  Starry  Spirits!" 

"  Thou  mayst  enter.  Come  !"  whispered  the 
Priest,  raising  Azeth  and  leading  him  over 
the  zodiacal  border. 

As  the  boy's  foot  touched  the  sacred  ground, 
a  low,  soft  harmony  stole  through  the  cham- 
ber. It  was  more  like  the  music  which  the 
wind  makes  in  passing  through  the  chords  of 
the  harp,  than  the  music  of  any  elaborate 
mechanism  ;  and  more  like  the  spiritual 
melody  of  the  Celestial  Ministrels,  than  any 
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which  earth  or  art  could  furnish.  It  brought 
to  the  soul  of  Azeth  a  vivid  remembrance;  of 
all  his  dreams  of  bliss,  and  all  his  visions  of 
holiness,  whilst  life  was  yet  young,  and  temp- 
tation had  not  become  action.  His  heart  was 
softened.  Heaven— the  long  lost -seemed 
again  near.  His  love  for  the  Shadowy 
Form,  which  had  been  obliterated  in  the  living 
glow  of  the  warm  Present,  again  rushed  over 
him  with  more  than  former  force.  And 
once  more,  through  the  influence  of  Harmon  y 
Azeth  felt  the  truth  of  spiritual  teaching. 

It  was  like  a  mother's  caress.  It  seemed 
to  unite  touch  with  its  melody ;  and  vibrating 
the  master-chord  in  his  nature — his  com- 
munion with  the  Above— it  likewise  stirred 
each  other.  Speaking  to  his  heart,  it  seemed 
also  to  appeal  to  Sense.  The  light  which 
had  increased  in  lustre,  and  had  poured 
through  the  room  with  the  force  of  the 
sun,  now  gradually  faded  away  to  an  indis- 
tinct twilight.  A  twilight  that  took  from 
Azeth's  view  the  ghastly  range  of  skulls  and 
bones  on  the  tables,  and  melted  the  strange 
glass  vessels,  with  their  gold  and  crimson  liquids, 
into  mere  points  of  colour  like  diminutive 

stars.     But  upon  the  Charmed  Circle  a  full 
TOL.  n.  o 
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tide  of  radiance  still  flowed ;  glancing  on  the 
silvery  buds ;  falling  on  the  boy  ;  revealing  the 
signs  and  emblems  of  the  Border;  touching 
with  its  golden  glory  all  which  stood  within 
the  hallowed  space. 

The  Priest  silently  motioned  his  young 
Disciple  to  kneel  before  the  Magic  Altar,  with 
his  face  toward  the  east — where  the  black  cur- 
tain also  hung ;  and  he  placed  in  his  hands  a 
chain,  or  rosary ,  of  talismanic  scarabaei,  which  he 
bid  him  bind  over  his  breast.  He,  himself, 
stood  by  the  shrine  at  a  short  distance  behind 
the  boy;  erect,  as  if  he  were  a  King  command- 
ing his  slaves  to  appear  and  do  his  will,  not  the 
mortal  man  summoning  the  immortal  angels 
— the  inferior  petitioning  the  superior. 

**  Angels — Spirits  of  the  Stars — Genii  of 
the  Spheres — come!  come  I"  cried  Amasisina 
chanting  voice. 

"  With  music  do  I  summon  ye,  with  incense 
do  I  allure  ye !  Speed  from  your  starry 
thrones,  and  haste  ye  down  to  earth  at  the  call 
of  your  master,  at  the  voice  of  your  victor  I 
Spirits !  Angels !  appear  !" 

As  he  spoke,  a  white  flame  appeared  on  the 
table  of  the  altar,  which,  growing  in  extent  aa 
it  grew  in  brightness,  at  last  enveloped  the 
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Ruby  Cross  in  its  lustrous  folds.  The  leaves 
and  flowers  of  the  Cross  appeared  to  expand  and 
bud ;  the  steps  on  which  it  was  mounted  be- 
came as  if  covered  with  liquid  gold.  It  stood 
out  amongst  the  flame,  its  eight  points  tipped 
with  living  light,  as  a  type  of  the  indistructi- 
bility  of  life  and  truth,  of  which  it  was  exterically 
the  emblem.  The  Priest  took  the  serpent-shaped 
wand,  and  waved  it  slowly  over  the  flames 
thrice;  and,  as  he  did  so,  seven  small  green 
leaves,  alternating  with  seven  yellow  flowers 
shot  out  from  the  stem.  The  metal  plates  and 
waxen  medallions  which  lay  on  the  altar,  were 
surrounded  by  the  flames.  The  numbers  and 
magical  figures  with  which  they  were  engraved, 
became  as  if  traced  in  gold ;  and  instead  of 
being,  as  before,  cut  into  the  plate,  they  now 
stood  out  in  high  relief. 

Ainasis  took  up  one  of  these  plates.  It  bore 
in  the  centre  the  figure  1,  with  the  word 
Agiel  written  beneath  in  minute  hieratic  cha- 
racters. The  plate  was  of  gold  highly  bur- 
nished. He  held  it  over  the  fire  which 
streamed  upwards  from  the  highest  point  of 
the  cross,  and  casting  incense  into  the  flames 
upon  the  altar,  exclaimed  in  a  low  voice  : 

"  Agiel,   Spirit    of   Love,    appear  at  thy 
o  3 
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Lord's  bidding  !  Agiel — Angel  of  Concord, 
Truth,  and  Affection. ..come  at  the  voice  of  the 
spell !  Spirit  of  Love,  I  bid  thee  appear,  to 
tell  me  if  she,  the  Angel  of  this  boy's  Star 
of  Destiny,  will  hear  my  words  of  com- 
mand 1" 

The  black  curtain  was  violently  agitated,  as 
by  a  strong  wind.     The  music  sounded  louder. 
The  flames  shot  higher.      The  golden  leaves  of 
the  Tree   of    Choice   rustled,   and   the    gem- 
flowers  expanded  their  petals,   while  the  Bird, 
Azazel,    darting   from    his    amethyst    home, 
hovered  over  the  bell,  moving  his  wings  and 
straining  hid  throat  in  a  wrapt  ecstasy.      The 
Ruby    Cross     dilated  ;    the    budding    wand, 
which  the    Priest   waved   quickly    over    the 
golden  plate,  shot  forth  nine  more  leaves  and 
blossoms.     The  smoke  of  the  incense  rose  up 
in  a   thick    heavy  cloud   that  gathered  over 
Azeth's  head  in  the  shape  of  an  eagle's  wing. 
And  through  the  vapour,  shining  as  a  sculp- 
tured beam  of  light,  the  boy  beheld  the  glorious 
features  of  Agiel,  the  Angel  of  the    Mystic 
Number  One. 

A  figure,  whose  form  was  luminous,  dazzling 
like  the  sun ;  whose  hair  flowed  down  like  the 
Day  God's  rays,  each  separate  thread  a  beam 
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of  glory  ;  whose  floating  garments  waving 
round  him,  were  unable  to  dim  the  radiance 
which  they  covered  j  a  figure  whose  eyes  were 
brighter  than  twin  planets,  and  their  looks 
more  searching  than  the  lightning,  such  was 
Agiel,  the  Angel  of  the  Primal  Number.  In 
his  hand  he  bore  a  silver  wand  twined  with 
flowers,  which,  as  he  waved  it,  gave  out  a  tink- 
ling melody. 

"  My  faithful  Agiel,  thanks  for  thy  prompt 
obedience !"  said  the  Hierophant,  still  casting 
fresh  incense  in  the  flames,  the  smoke  of  which, 
grateful  to  the  angel,  instead  of  obscuring 
heightened  his  glory.  "Now  speed  thee, 
bright  Agiel  to  the  Spirit  of  the  Star — to 
the  angel  who  rules  the  boy's  fate  !  Bid  her 
descend — bid  her  appear.  Say  to  her  that 
Amasis  the  Master— Amasis  the  Immortal — 
Amasis  the  Lord  of  the  Invisible  World— 
constrains  her  obedience !  Speed !  Haste 
thee  away !" 

The  smoke  subsided  ;  the  flames  on  the 
altar  sank;  the  Tree  of  Choice  stilled  its 
leaves,  and  the  bird-spirit  drooped  its  winga 
and  alighted,  hushing  its  song,  on  the  leaves  of 
its  flower  home,  as  the  Form  of  the  Angel  of 
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the  Minister  slowly  and  gradually  disappeared. 
The  sable  curtain  and  its  crimson  lines  had 
gone ;  and  their  place  was  now  supplied  by  a 
snow-white  drapery  whose  characters,  of  a  dif- 
ferent nature  to  the  first,  were  traced  in 
gold. 

AH  was  still.  The  very  air  forgot  its  motion 
— the  very  flame  its  light.  The  breathing  of 
the  Hierophant,  whose  bosom  heaved  with  some 
strong  agitation,  was  the  only  sound  that 
Azeth  heard.  The  music  had  ceased.  The 
life,  with  which  every  inanimate  thing  had  so 
late  seemed  instinct,  had  sunk  to  the  stillness 
of  death,  and  the  beauty  which  had  been  cast 
as  a  halo  about  each  object,  faded  away  and  for- 
got to  shine. 

The  silence  continued.  The  darkness  deep- 
ened. The  air  grew  cold,  and  crept  round 
the  limbs  like  the  vapours  from  the  Tombs. 
It  had  eyes  that  darkly  glared,  and  chilly  tongues 
that  licked  up  the  heart's  warmth  and  life  to- 
gether, and  goblin  voices  that  cursed  in  their 
mute  eloquence. 

A  voice  !  a  song  !  The  music  sounds  again  I 
Louder !  louder !  louder  !  as  if  it  would  burst 
the  glad  air  with  its  ecstatic  harmony.  The 
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sleeping  light,  which  had  faded  to  the  pallor  if 
a  fair  child's  corpse,  wakes  up  in  more  than  all 
its  former  intensity.  The  smoke  arises — 
thick  and  thicker ;  and  the  scent  of  the 
Sacred  Perfumes  wanders  througlvthe  air,  as 
nature's  dearestf  word  of  summons  to  the  tar- 
rying angel.  The  cheeks  of  the  Priest 
flame  with  a  crimson  glow  ;  his  dark  eyes  blaze 
out  with  an  unearthly  light ;  and  his  rich 
voice  trembles,  as  he  heaps  up  incense  on  the 
altar,  and  chants  his  further  invocation. 

"  Spirit  of  the  Star— Queen  of  Heaven, 
appear  !  Thy  master,  yet  thy  slave,  sues 
while  he  commands : — thy  worshipper,  yet 
thy  conqueror,  entreats  while  he  enforces.  By 
the  voice  of  music,  and  the  words  of  har- 
mony, do  I  bid  thee  to  my  sight;  by  the 
call  of  perfume,  and  the  homage  of  incense, 
do  I  pray  thee  to  appear.  Angel !  Beautiful ! 
descend  to  thy  Lord  !  Come  from  thy  starry 
place;  put  off  thine  etherial  invisibility  ;  clothe 
thyself  in  the  garb  of  mortality,  and  come 
before  me  as  woman !  By  the  sign  of  the  Red-flow- 
ered Cross — by  the  spell  of  the  magic  wand — 
by  the  charm  of  thy  Mystic  Number,  the 
adamantine  Perfect  Seven — do  I  summon  thee 
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from  above.      Angel    of    the  Star,  descend! 
Spirit  of  the  Sphere,  obey  1" 

There  was  no  response — there  was  nojjappear- 
ance.  The  white  drapery  hung  motionless — 
the  incense  cloud  wandered  in  a  shapeless 
mass,  taking  neither  form  nor  beauty,  but 
clouding  through  the  apartment  like  that 
evening  mist  which  hangs  over  the  Lake  of 
the  Dead. 

"The  Powers  of  Nature  are  thy  rulers, — 
and  I  have  subjected  these  Powers !"  continued 
Amasis,  in  a  louder  and  more  commanding 
tone,  while  a  dark  glance,  half  of  anger,  half 
of  a  wild  mad  passion,  shot  out  from  beneath 
his  black  brows.  "  The  voice  of  love  ; 
the  prayer  of  submission ;  the  strength  of 
command,  the  might  of  supremacy  ;  the  fervour 
of  passion,  and  the  homage  of  admiration  ;  the 
lure  of  odours  and  the  enchantment  of  har- 
mony ; — all  these  call  thee  to  my  side !  And 
their  call  thou  mayst  not  withstand  1  Angel ! 
Beautiful !  appear  .'...appear !... appear  I. ..Ama- 
sis invokes;— come  ! — thy  lover  prays,. ..an- 
swer !" 

The  curtain  drew  slowly  aside.  The  mist  of 
the  incense  rushed  to  the  opening,  and  hung,, 
like  a  wreath  of  buds  and  leaves  intertwined, 
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around  the  space ;  a  beautiful  frame  for  the 
still  more  beautiful  picture !  The  light  grew 
stronger,... the  melody  clearer.  The  Angel  of 
the  Star  appeared. 

She  had  not  the  dazzling  lustre  of  the 
Spirit,  Agiel.  No  supernatural  glory  sur- 
rounded, no  blinding  radiance  encompassed 
her ;  no  trace,  save  that  of  heavenly  beauty, 
did  she  bear  of  the  etherial  home  which  she 
had  left.  As  a  young  and  gentle  woman  seated 
on  a  throne,... in  her  hand  a  cluster  of  flowers, 
...round  her  head  a  woodland  chaplet,...her 
white  robe  spangled  with  stars,. ..her  bright- 
brown  hair  falling  far  and  long  over  her,... part 
shading  her  face, ...part  wandering  over  he? 
naked  arms  and  breast,... her  attitude  one  of 
sorrow,.. .in  this  guise  did  the  glorious  Soul  of 
the  Planet  appear  to  the  eyes  of  the  Priest  and 
the  Neophyte.  She  bowed  her  head  and  veiled 
her  facu  in  her  hands,  as  the  drapery  swung 
asunder.  And  Azeth  saw  the  full  white  bosom 
heave,  as  if  with  bitter  sobs;  while  drops,  never 
born  of  de\v,  fell  from  her  deep  blue  eyes  oa 
the  camalata,  and  the  lotus  buds,  which  she 
held  in  her  trembling  grasp. 

"  She  mourns  for  her  lost  freedom  and  her 
lessened  power,"  said  Amasis,.  gasping  as  he 
o  5 
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leant  against  the  altar  for  support,. ..his  strong 
limbs  quivering:.  "  She  is  subject  to  the  will 
of  man;  and  she  sorrows  over  her  weakness. 
Gods!  I  shall  go  mad!"  he  muttered  in  a 
lower  tone,  and  almost  writhing  in  his  mental 
agony.  "  Like  flame  to  the  dry  grass  is  that 
sight  to  my  parched  soul.  It  is  consuming 
me!" 

Azeth  held  forth  hia  arms.  "  Angel ! — beau- 
tiful ! — beloved  !  hast  thou  at  last  appeared  to 
my  sight  ?  Oh  ,  thou  glorious  and  bright  one ! 
...worshipped  long  in  dreams  and  visions,... 
loved  through  sorrows,  joys,  aye !  even 
through  temptations,  and  weakness,  and  sin,... 
adored  in  childhood  as  mother,  in  youth  as 
goddess  and  beloved  at  once,. ..oh  !  leave  me 
not  again  !... leave  me  not  again  !  Take  my 
spirit  with  thee,  if  earth  be  too  gross  for  thy 
dwelling  !  Slay  me  on  thy  bosom,  if  tny  mor- 
tal arms  may  not  enfold  thee  ;  and  let  my  soul 
wander  by  thy  side,  until  the  Great  Age  re- 
turns again,  to  sever  me  from  thee  for  another 
weary  life  of  Humanity.  Angel!  Beloved! 
hear  my  prayer.  Let  me  clasp  thee  to  my 
heart,  though  thy  heavenly  glory  slay  me  as  I 
look  I"  and  with  a  cry  the  boy  rushed  from 
the  circle,  and  threw  himself  towards  the 
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throne.  But  his  longing  arms  grasped  at 
vacancy,  and  he  fell  stunned  against  the  wall. 

And  the  Form  of  the  Angel  covered  her 
face  and  wept  audibly. 

The  Priest  bore  Azeth  back  to  the  circle. 
His  teeth  were  set  tight,  and  he  threw  the  boy 
roughly  on  the  ground ;  heeding  not,  though 
his  brow  was  dabbled  in  blood,  and  life  seemed 
to  have  fled.  He  turned  from  the  east  where 
the  Form  appeared,  and  looked  into  the  dark- 
ness behind,  where  only  one  small  portion  of 
light,  seen  through  a  square  opening,  broke 
through  the  blackness.  But  sobs  issued  from 
this  depth  of  gloom,  and  the  breathing  of  one 
in  sorrow  could  be  distinctly  heard  ;  and  the 
shadow  of  a  hand,  wiping  away  tears  with 
some  long  bright  hair,  passed  over  the  aperture. 

"To  thy  task  better!"  he  cried  in  a  severe 
tone.  "  Mock  me  at  thy  peril !  By  the  Soul 
of  the  Adytum,  thou  shalt  not  brave  me  thus  ! 
He  is  awakening.  To  thy  work  !" 

And,  as  he  ended  this  menace,  Azeth,  re- 
covered from  his  faintness,  opened  his  wild  and 
bloodshot  eyes. 

"Thou  foolish  boy!"  whispered  Amasis. 
"  Thou  hadst  nigh  slain  thyself !  Beyond 
the  limits  of  this  Charmed  Circle  even 
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my  power  can  scarce  protect  thee.  See !  thy 
blood  flows!  Thank  me  that  thy  life  oozes 
not  out  with  it !  The  Malignant  Daemons  who 
are  ever  hovering  round  the  zodiac-border,  to 
slaughter  him  who  dares  cross  its  shielding 
lines,  claimed  thee  as  their  own ;  and  I  alone 
could  have  rescued  thee  from  their  grasp. 
Lo !  the  Angel  hath  also  fled !  She  was 
angered  at  thy  presumption,  that  would  have 
seized  with  man's  brutal  power,  what  she 
would  only  grant  with  delay.  She  hath  re- 
ascended  to  her  home  ; — she  will  not  let  thee 
even  touch  the  hem  of  her  robe.  Mad  child! 
Thou,  thyself,  hast  murdered  thine  own 
bliss  1" 

"  Oh  !  come  to  me  again  !"  cried  Azeth 
kneeling,  and  dashing  off  the  Priest's  hand,  as 
he  held  out  his  arms  towards  that  desolate 
place  which  her  presence  had  hallowed  and 
beautified.  "  Come  to  me !  Bless  my  sight — 
refresh  my  soul!  I  am  weary — faint— sick 
for  thee  !  My  love  is  slaying  me  !  It  is  dry- 
ing up  my  Founts  of  Life — it  is  eating  out 
my  strength,  and  making  my  firm  frame  help- 
less as  a  dying  man's  I  Angel !  Angel !  come 
again  1" 

And  again  the  smoke  of  the  incense  wreathed 
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its  cloudy  frame ;  and  again  the  snowy  drapery 
swung  aside  to  the  measure  of  slow  harmony. 
And  once  more  Azeth  beheld  the  woman- 
incorporate  seraph  of  the  skies,  and  met  her 
soft  glance. 

She  turned  her  face— put  aside  her  veiling 
hair—  and  looked  on  the  boy.  It  was  a  strange 
sweet  look  of  pity,  anguish,  and  a  mother's 
affection,  centered  in  one  full  gaze  of  sadness 
yet  of  pride.  She  rose,  and  extended  her 
hands  and  the  Disciple  would  once  more  have 
fled  from  the  Safe  Place,  had  not  Amasis  held 
him  back. 

u  Not  yet  !  not  yet  !"  he  said.  "  Thou 
canst  not  meet  her  yet.  Wait  !  Hush ! 
She  comes !" 

The  Angel  of  the  Star  stood  a  moment 
etill  and  motionless.  Her  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
Azeth  ;  but  once  they  met  the  flaming  glances 
of  the  Priest,  and  hers  drooped  as  he  gazed. 
Heavily  seemed  the  man's  chain  of  superiority 
to  weigh  on  the  etherial  essence  I  Not  thus 
should  have  looked  the  free-born  starry  angel, 
even  though  subject !  Were  the  telesmes  of 
nature,  and  engraven  astral  charms  so  potent? 
Was,  indeed,  Amasis  the  true  divinity  incar- 
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nate — the  all-powerful  ?  Did  he  wear  only 
the  garb  of  humanity,  whilst  his  force  was 
that  of  the  supremest  Lord  of  Heaven  ? 
Here  was  more  than  the  mere  mystery  of  the 
magician — more  than  the  mere  power  of  the 
enchanter!  There  was  the  man's  Tyranny, 
and  the  woman's  Dread. 

With  slow  uncertain  steps  the  Form  de- 
scended from  the  Throne,  and  advanced  toward 
the  pair. 

"  Still !"  cried  the  Priest  grasping  the  boy's 
hand,  until  he  forced  the  blood  from  beneath 
his  nails.  u  All  is  lost  if  thou  stir !" 

With  slow  uncertain  steps  the  Form  came 
near,  and  nearer  still,  until  at  last  the  fringe 
of  her  garment  swept  the  zodiacal  border. 

rt  Kneel  I  Veil  thine  eyes !"  cried  the  Priest 
forcing  Azeth  to  the  ground,  and  covering  his 
eyes  in  the  linen  hood  which  had  fallen  from 
his  head. 

As  Azeth  knelt — held  down  by  the  strong 
hand  of  Amasis — he  heard  the  rustling  of 
robes,  and  the  sweet  music  of  a  woman's  step; 
and  he  felt  that  waving  of  the  wind  which  is 
made  when  one  is  passing  cby.  He  heard,  too, 
the  voice  of  the  Pontiff  speaking  in  whispers, 


THE     EGYPTIAN.  303 

as  the  woman's  soft  small  feet  drew  near. 
And  over  his  neck  swept  a  crowd  of  warm  and 
perfumed  tresses. 

"  Arise  !"  exclaimed  Amasis. 
With  the  bound  of  a  loosened  antelope  the 
boy  sprung  from  the  ground,  and  caught  to  his 
bosom  a  breathing,  living  form.     And  against 
his  own  throbbed  a  maiden's  heart 

Maddened  with  bliss— unconscious  of  all, 
but  the  delirious  intoxication  of  thus  possess- 
ing, in  all  the  Reality  of  Sense,  the  vague  ob- 
ject to  which  he  had  so  long  sacrificed  only  a 
spiritual  love — his  soul  filled  with  the  man's 
passion  and  the  enthusiast's  devotion — with 
the  lover's  ardour  and  the  zealot's  piety — he 
strained  the  Angel  yet  closer  to  his  breast, 
and  pressed  his  burning  lips  to  her  pale 
brow. 

In  vain  Amasis  exerted  his  gigantic  strength 
to  unloose  the  boy's  strained  grasp.  In  vain 
he  thundered  forth  his  words  of  anger.  HIB 
threats — commands  —  curses... his  very  blows 
were  unheard  and  unfelt.  They  had  no  power 
to  stem  the  torrent  of  passion  which  gave  a 
Titan's  strength  to  the  weak  Disciple,  as  it 
burst  from  its  long-held  bonds,  and  swept 
away  each  other  faculty  and  feeling. 
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"  Hast  thou  forgotten  thy  question,  boy  ?" 
said  the  Form  in  a  low,  gentle  voice.  "  Hast 
thou  forgotten  thy  desire  for  the  knowledge  of 
the  Truth  ;  or  has  madness  utterly  clouded 
thy  soul  ?" 

u  The  truth  ?"  repeated  Azeth  passionately. 
"  Away  with  idle  opinions  and  dreamy  specu- 
lations !  Here  is  my  truth !  Thou  art  my 
love,  and  my  altar,  and  my  God  !" 

The  form  of  the  Angel  trembled  while 
Azeth  spoke.  Her  head  fell  drooping  on  his 
shoulder ;  and  her  tears  flowed  over  hit* 
arm. 

"  Ah !  thou  weepest  for  my  momentary 
desertion  !"  he  exclaimed,  relaxing  his  hold 
and  falling  at  her  feet.  "  I  am  not  worthy, 
bright  seraph,  that  thou  shouldst  forgive  me. 
Oh  I-great  is  the  love  which  can  pardon  the 
wretch  who  turned  from  the  pure  worship,  to 
gross  pleasures  !  Pardon  thy  worshipper  ! 
Beautiful !... Beloved  !...  Angel  of  my  life!... 
Look  down  pityingly  on  thy  erring  creature ; 
and  purify  his  heart  to  his  childhood's  inno- 
cence. Yet  ah  !  thou  who  canst  read  the  in- 
most thoughts... thou,  to  whom  speech  is  not 
interpretation... thou  knpwest  that  my  heart 
was  never  turned  from  thee---that  my  senses 
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led  my  mind  astray,  but  did  not  corrupt  the 
Life  of  my  Soul... my  love  for  thee.  Weep 
not !  'Tis  thy  repentant  and  adoring  wor- 
shipper that  ought  to  weep  for  hia  sinful 
folly  !" 

"  The  repentant  is  forgiven,*'  said  the  Voice 
of  the  Angel. 

"  And  thou—  ?" 

"  And  the  Stars  and  their  genii  love  the 
erring  boy  ;  and  the  Heavenly  hath  a  fount  of 
mercy  which  his  faults  have  not  dried  up." 

"  This  is  no  dream  !"  cried  Azeth  pressing 
his  hands  over  his  brow.  "  It  is  reality.  Tell 
me,  am  I  mad,  or  do  my  ears  drink  in  these 
blessed  sounds  ?  Father,  is  this  truth,  or  am 
I  but  the  sport  of  cruel  phantasy  ?" 

"  It  is  truth,"  said  the  Form  hurriedly,  and 
waving  her  hand  to  silence  the  Priest.  "  Take 
these  flowers.  They  are  tangible  as  the  Form 
which  offers  them.  This  sense  cannot  deceive. 
Keep  them  as  amulets  to  guard  thy  soul  from 
eaithly  passions.  The  cauialata  is  the  love  of 
Heaven... the  lotus,  its  purity.  Place  them 
over  thy  heart,  and  let  their  spirit  take  pos- 
session of  its  innermost  shrine.  Cherish  thy 
worship  for  thy  Celestial  Guide ;  and  mistrust 
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words  that  would  weaken  this  worship.     Nur- 
ture thy  belief  in  superintending  Love.     This, 
O  Azeth,  is  the  Truth  after  which  thou  hast 
sought  1     Blind  not  thyself  with  mystic  reason- 
ings.    Bewilder  not  thyself  with  vain  specu- 
lations beyond  the  power  of    man  to    prove. 
Keep   as  a   precious  jewel   the    one   Eternal 
Truth  ;...that   there    is  a   God    who    watches 
over  His   creation  ;    that    there   is  a   Father 
who  loves  his  children  ;  that  there  is  a  Judge 
who  will  reward  thy  virtue,  or  pay  back  thy 
sins  in  the  condemnation  of  an  Eternal  Here- 
after.    Call  the  Great   Being  by  what  name 
thou    wilt :    Eicton . . .  Monad . . .  Demiurgos . . . 
Mitteras... Jehovah... He  is    the    same.     His 
love   embraces  every  child   of  man,  and    His 
altar  is  wide  enough  for  every  worshipper  to 
kneel  around.     Truth  is  not  centered  in  one 
fpot,  and  mercy  is  not  confined  to  one  crea- 
ture ;  for  the  God  whose  Name  is  written  in  the 
stars  looks  on  each  creed  with  equal   favour. 
The   gifts  of    Nature   are  universal,  and   the 
blessings   of  nature  impartial :    their  Creator 
and  their  Life-spirit  will  not  fail  the  promises 
of  his  own  works.     Kneel  as  thou  list.     Pray 
as  thou  list.    Call  on   thy  God  by  any  name 
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of  earth,  and  He  will  hear  thee.  Thou  hast 
longed  for  the  Truth.  Behold !  I  have  given 
it  to  thee!" 

"  Stay,  stay,  glorious  Angel,"  cried  the 
boy  seizing  the  hands  of  the  Form,  and  press- 
ing them  to  his  heart.  "  Eternal  Spirit  of  the 
Star,  leave  me  not.  Oh  I  repeat  thy  words  of 
holiness  and  instruction.  Sweeter  than  the 
harmony  of  the  planets  does  thy  voice  sound 
in  mine  ears.  More  refreshing  than  the  foun- 
tain to  the  traveller  in  the  desert,  do  thy  words 
fall  on  the  arid  waste  of  my  soul.  Stay ! 
stay !  Angel  of  the  Star !  oh !  leave  me  not 
again.  Messenger  from  that  God  whose  ex- 
istence thou  dost  declare... whose  truths  thou 
dost  pronounce... leave  me  not  to  darkness,  and 
error,  and  despair.  Complete  thy  work,  and 
take  my  spirit  with  thee.  Beloved !  hear  my 
voice." 

**  The  spell  hath  worked — the  charm  is 
ended.  I  may  not  remain,"  said  the  Form. 
"  Fare  thee  well.  Think  on  my  words,  and 
be  faithful." 

"  Do  not  leave  me  thus,"  the  boy  cried  in 
anguish. 

"  We  meet  again/'   answered  the  Angel  in 
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a  clear  voice,  as  she  slowly  retreated,  while  the 
cloud  of  incenee  rose  up  and  enveloped  her. 
"  Keep  my  lesson,"  she  repeated,  her  voice 
dying  away  to  a  whisper.  "  Love  thy  heavenly 
bride.  Flee  from  earthly  passion.  Azeth, 
farewell/' 

And  as  she  pronounced  the  last  word,  the 
Disciple  fell  senseless  on  the  ground. 

"Traitress  1"  cried  the  Priest  springing 
forward,  and  grasping  the  arm  of  the  re- 
treating figure.  "  Dost  thou  obey  me 
thus?" 

"  Man,"  answered  Lysinoe  haughtily ;  "  if 
I  stooped  to  deceit  and  impious  mummery,  it 
was  for  good,  and  not  for  evil ;  it  was  to  serve 
the  Glorious  Mithras,  and  not  thy  God  of  sin 
and  self." 

"  Thou  didst  ape  the  divinity  of  the 
stars  for  my  purpose,"  said  Amasis  angrily. 
"  Thou  wert  my  slave,  and  thou  hast  be- 
trayed me." 

"  I  came  before  thy  victim — the  imperson- 
ation of  his  dreams — that  I  might  stand 
between  him  and  thee  ;  and  by  bringing  back 
his  forgotten  feelings  of  purity,  make  thy 
words  of  blasphemy  fall  innoxious.  Thou 
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shouldst   have   chosen  a  fitter  instrument    to 
work   thy  deadly  will.     For  although   I   am 
constrained   to    play   my   hated  part   in   the 
Temple's  false  worship,  I  will  not  teach  my 
lips  to  drag  to  ruin  yonder  pale  boy.    Lysinoe 
will  not  deny  the  God  whose  might  and  love 
uphold  her  through  the  night   of  her  dreary 
trial.      Thou   hast   revealed    thyself    to    me, 
Amasis !  I  deemed  thee  bold  and  unscrupulous ; 
I  challenged,  in  my  heart,  the  truth  of  that 
principle  with  which  thou  didst  ever  strive  to 
hide  the  falsities  of  the  Religion  of  Amun — 
the    truth   of  the  Necessity  of  Policy;    but 
yesternight  thou  didst  unveil  the  spectre  of  thy 
unbelief,  and  tell  me  boldly,  that  for  thee  no 
God  existed.     And  now  I  fear  thee  not.  Nay  I 
though  I  know  that  the  last  barrier  to  thy 
boundless  sin  has  been  swept  away ;  and  that 
neither  the  fear  of  the  evil,  nor  the  love   of 
the  good  spirits  will  hereafter  check  thy  course 
—  still,  I  fear  thee  not." 

"  These  bold  words  to  me  ?" 

"  Aye !  on  this  subject  even  bolder ;"  re- 
plied the  Arab  maid;  "  if  bolder  may  be 
found." 

"  And  thou  dost  not  dread  me?" 
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"  Nay!"  she  said;  but  her  lip  blanched 
as  she  met  the  glance  of  his  wild  eyes. 

"  Thou  dost  trust  to  my  love  perhaps  ?" 
sneered  the  Hierophant.  *'  Thou  hadst  better 
trust  to  the  panther's  mercy  when  thou  nieet- 
est  him  alone  in  the  desert.'* 

"  I  trust  to  myself." 

"  And  thou  canst  save  thyself?" 

«  By  Death." 

"  Fool !' '  repeated  Amasis.  "  Thou  hast 
neither  the  courage  nor  the  means  to  die. 
Thou  must  live :  and  on  my  own  terms.  And 
these  shall  be  bitter  to  thy  soul." 

"Wilt  thou  thyself  inflict  the  torments?" 
asked  the  girl  quietly,  pointing  to  the  arm 
whose  white  flesh  was  bleeding  beneath  the 
savage  gripe  of  the  Priest.  "  Is  Amasis  a 
torturer,  and  an  executioner  of  women  ?" 

The  Hierophant  staggered  back.  For  a 
brief  instant  the  blood  left  his  bronzed 
cheek. 

"  Pardon  me,"  he  then  said,  coldly ;  "  I 
meant  not  to  harm  thee." 

"  Amasia !  Amasis  1  thou  art  false  to  thy 
mother  when  thou  art  sinful.  Thou  wert 
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meant  for  good  and  nobleness  1"  cried  Lysinoe 
sadly. 

"  Trouble  not  thyself  about  my  soul,"  re- 
plied the  Priest.  "  To  thy  chamber,  Lysi- 
noe!  to  thy  chamber  1  Thou  shalt  hear  from 
me  there  again." 

The  Arab  was  hastening  away,  when  he 
again  held  her  back. 

tk  Nay  !"  he  said,  his  angry  feelings  return- 
ing. "  Thou  shalt  not  from  my  sight !  Thou 
shalt  rue  this  night's  pious  truth  j  the  Life  of 
the  Earth  shall  mourn  over  thee." 

"  I  cannot  rue  it,  Amasis,"  said  the  girl  in 
a  low  voice.  **  Mithras  will  protect  me  I" 

"  Ha?  Then  thou  shalt  prove  which  is 
stronger — the  living  force  of  Amasis,  or  the  aid 
of  thy  shadowy  Fire  God  1  Aye  !  weep — 
tremble  as  thou  wilt :  beat  thy  breast,  tear 
thy  hair,  rend  thy  clothes.  Thy  true  hour 
of  trial  hath  now  arrived,  and  thyself  hast 
hastened  its  coming." 

"  She  shall  yet  be  saved !"  said  a  small 
deformed  figure.  And  Tathlyt  crept  after 
the  Priest  and  his  trembling  captive,  as  they 
went  into  the  darkness. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  MARKET-PLACE  IN  MEMPHIS.  THE  BAR- 
BARIAN8  OF  MANY  LANDS.  TAIA  AND  THE 
PRIEST  OP  THE  WESTERN  ISLES. 


A  BRIGHT  and  beautiful  morning  smiled  upon 
the  City  of  Phtha,  while  its  inhabitants,  clus- 
tering together  in  the  market-place,  were 
eagerly  listening  to  news  of  the  distant  army 
from  two  men  who  had  been  dispatched  to  give 
information  of  its  movements.  The  one  was 
the  messenger  of  Sethos,  the  other  from  Psam- 
metichus ;  and  the  information  which  they 
gave  was  as  different  as  were  the  hopes  of 
their  masters.  The  tale  of  the  one  was  a 
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dirge,  the  voice  of  the  other,  a  hymn  of  vic- 
tory. 

tf  We  are  lost  save  through  the  interposition  of 
Phtha,"  said  the  messenger  of  Sethos. 

"  The  Land  of  the  Tree  is  delivered,"  were 
the  words  of  the  Saite  Noble's  herald. 

And  yet  to  one  who  reflected,  either 
message  was  fraught  with  woe  and  guilt.  Earth 
was  so  beauteous  —  heaven  so  glorious ! 
Why  should  Sin  step  between,  and  oversha- 
dow that  which  the  Gods  had  glorified  ?  And 
on  this  day,  in  particular,  all  nature  was  bathed 
in  loveliness.  The  deep  blue  sky,  with  its 
wide  expanse  of  unbroken  clearness,  shone 
overheard  with  more  than  its  usual  brightness. 
It  seemed  as  if  only  a  thin  veil  were  between 
the  sight  and  the  radiance  of  the  Place  of  Tpe. 
Mere  animal  life  was  itself  a  boon  of  highest 
value  in  those  Plains  of  Memphis !  The  very  air 
had  a  luxury — the  sight  an  intoxication — which 
could  lull  to  sleep  any  pain,  and  cradle  to  for- 
getfulness  any  sorrow,  of  existence. 

Standing  out  against  the  sky,  and  scarcely 
without  the  walls  of  the  town,  were  the  Eter- 
nal Pyramids  glittering  like  monuments  of 
sculptured  snow.  And  near  them  reposed 
that  wonderful  creation  of  man,  the  monoli- 
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thic,  colossal  Sphynx.  The  sun's  rays  bright- 
ened on  the  gold  which  covered  the  various 
ornaments  of  this  emblem  of  a  Royal  Religion, 
tipping  the  mystic  crowns  with  points  of 
flame,  and  glancing  on  the  folds  of  the  inflated 
asp.  The  door  of  the  small  temple  held 
between  the  front  paws  likewise  glittered 
in  the  sun-beams  with  gilded  figures ;  and  a  lion, 
the  direct  symbol  of  the  God  of  Fire,  was  placed 
at  a  short  distance.  Not  far  off  was  seen  the 
Green  Temple,  formed  of  one  entire  stone. 
From  its  beauty  and  its  brilliancy,  it  had  been 
easy  to  imagine  it  the  colossal  gem,  which  the 
Barbarians  who  visited  Memphis  named  it ;  for 
it  flashed,  and  poured  out  an  innate  lustre, 
which  mocked  the  Diamond  of  the  Mountains. 
The  Temple  of  Phtha  and  Athor,  with  its  thirty- 
eight  rose-coloured  pillars — emblems  of  the  two 
metonic  cycles — its  towers  and  pyla  surmounted 
by  streaming,  gay- coloured  banners  fluttering 
in  the  breeze,  towered  far  above  this  minute, 
but  beautiful,  shrine.  This  Temple  of  Phtha 
and  Athor  conjoined,  was  one  of  the  most 
splendid  in  Memphis  ;  scarce  yielding  to  the 
Hall  of  Apis,  the  JEdes  of  Phtha-Sokar,  or 
the  Palace  of  the  Kings,  in  grace  of  execu- 
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tion  or  grandeur  of  design.  The  stone  of 
which  it  was  formed,  was  the  red  granite  of 
Syene.  This,  of  itself,  would  have  given 
beauty  to  any  edifice,  from  the  delicate  brightness 
of  its  tint,  and  the  living  hue  which  it  imparted 
to  all  around.  And  yet  it  had  been  hard  to 
determine,  where  so  many  claimed  supremacy, 
to  which  building  the  praise  of  superiority  be- 
longed. Wherever  the  eye  turned,  it  rested 
upon  obelisks,  pyla  and  propylaea,  temples, 
towers,  palaces,  and  colossal  figures,  all 
covered  with  exquisite  engravings — glitter- 
ing with  gold  and  paintings — bearing  bright 
pennons  on  gilded  staffs — all  so  grand,  that 
each  last  was  named  the  chief.  And  beyond, 
rising  higher  than  them  all,  stood  out  the  mas- 
sive Pyramids,  and  reposed  the  calm  immove- 
able  sphynx. 

Mingled  with  the  stately  Temples,  and  sur- 
rounding the  Palaces,  but  placed  in  greatest  pro- 
fusion round  the  Palace  of  the  Kings  built  by 
Athothis,  were  groves  of  graceful  acacia  trees, 
and  palms,  and  dates— yellow,  black,  and  red — 
and  sweet,  blossoming  shrubs,  and  perseaa  with 
their  dark  green  leaves  and  luscious  fruits. 
There  were  also  the  sycamore  and  purple  figs 
p  3 
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sacred  to  the  dearest  goddesses  of  Egypt 
and  trellised  bowers  of  blue  and  golden 
grapes,  peach  trees  laden  with  downy  fruits, 
and  the  balanites  of  which  dried  cakes  were 
made,  which  were  esteemed  great  luxuries, 
and  often  preserved  in  the  Tombs  as  votive 
offerings. 

Gardens  filled  to  excess  with  every  flower 
that  would  take  root  in  the  Valley  of  the  Nile, 
were  also  amongst  these  fruit-groves,  and 
solemn  granite  buildings,  like  beautiful  children 
in  an  assemblage  of  the  grave  and  the  eld. 
And  through  all  rolled  the  bright  waves  of  the 
Blue  River,  murmuring  sweet  music,  as  they 
swept  majestically  on  their  way,  while  lav- 
ing the  limbs  of  the  lotus-crowned  Azure 
God.  In  the  distance  might  be  seen  the  sparkle 
of  the  Lake  of  Moeris,  and  the  shadows  of 
those  two  mysterious  pyramids  which  rose  from 
ihe  centre.  Built  by  no  human  hands,  these 
Edifices  of  Fire,  thus  in  the  lap  of  the  great  first 
mother,  MOISTURE,  were  surely  placed  there  by 
the  Gods  themselves,  as  a  confirmation  of  the 
philosophy  of  the  ^Edes  I 

The   western   breeze  blew  fresh  from   the 
river,  stirring  the  leaves  with  a  pleasant  me- 
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lody,  and  stealing  the  scents  of  the  blossoms  to 
hang  like  diamond-dew  upon  its  wings.      It 
was  now  the  Resplendent  Season — the  beauti- 
ful Months  of  the  Flowers — when  Nature  has 
sprung  up  from  her  brief  languor  during  the 
turbid  Overflow,  and  clothes  herself  anew    in 
her  fairest  garments.     The  air  was  mild  and 
cool.     The  heavy  night-dews  still  hung  glis- 
tening upon  every  bud  and  leaf.     The  insects 
swarmed  through  the  sky,  and  clustered  on  the 
garden  beds,  and  amongst  the  branches  of  the 
leafly   groves.        Moths,    with    their    downy 
plumage  and  lazy  wings,  and  butterflies,  freer 
lighter,  and  gayer,  circled  the  blossoms  of  the 
acacia  and  the    blue  nilotica,   mingling  with 
troops   of    brilliant    flies    whose   shapes,  like 
flower  buds,  made  them  look  like  magic  blos- 
soms— the  homes  of  some  wandering  sprites 
fleeting  on  the  gale.     Some  had  green,  knoap- 
like  upper    wings ;    the  under    ones,    which 
peeped  from  this  covering,  were  of  a  more  de- 
licate green,  or  pale  pink,  or  faint  purple,  or 
transparent  white,  like  the  petals  of  a  bursting 
bud.      The  Prophet-insect    crossed   its  pious 
arms,  and  looked  up  to  heaven  devoutly ;  and 
grasshoppers  chirped  their  merry  notes.     Sca- 
rabaei   of    every   varied  painting    and    every 
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bright  enamelling  flew  heavily  through  the 
dark  trees,  uttering  their  droning  hum  in  con- 
cert with  large  golden  bees  busy  in  gathering 
honey.  Lizards,  with  their  dazzling  scales  and 

n 

bright  eyes,  looked  out  from  amongst  tufts  o1 
emeraldine  trefoil,  or  from  the  long  stately  cusa 
grass,  or  from  the  red  cups  of  the  regal  pome- 
granite  ;  whilst  all — too  lovely  snakes  glided 
amongst  the  roses,  and  lurked  beneath  the 
leaves  of  the  lotus,  and  cinctured  the  stems  of 
the  sombre  olive  trees. 

Often  the  armour  of  the  crocodile  might  be 
seen,  as  he  raised  his  head  above  the  waters 
and  glared  at  the  Saviour-lizard  who  uttered 
his  shrill  cry  of  warning  whenever  that  scaly 
armour  glanced  in  the  sun,  or  startledthe  sly  ich- 
neumon prowling  amongst  the  embryo  young 
which  were  being  warmed  into  life  by  the  gaze  of 
the  Day-God.  Close  by  the  side  of  this  Deity  of 
the  Ombites,  the  Nile  goose  spread  her  daz- 
zling wings,  and  the  red  duck  plumed  his  crim- 
son feathers  and  gazed  at  his  jetty  throat 
in  the  mirroring  wave  with  proud  admiration ; 
startling  from  his  soft  mate  as  ,thc  pleasure- 
boats,  with  painted  sails  and  gilded  masts, 
struck  their  glittering  oars  through  the  stream. 
Bright  birds,  too,  flitted  through  the  air.  Large 
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flocks  of  purple  pigeons,  and  yellow  lapwings, 
and  painted  snipes  skimmed  swiftly  on  the 
sunbeams,  companioned  with  the  bee-eater,  and 
those  faithful  mates  the  black  plover,  whose 
first  fond  meeting  is  for  ever.  The  song  of 
the  linnet  alternated  with  that  of  the  bull- 
finch. Swallows  flashed  past;  and  here  and 
there  a  solitary  ibis,  who  had  not  yet  followed 
his  companions  after  the  subsiding  of  the  in- 
undation, slowly  stalked  through  the  rich 
slime  of  the  banks.  The  meek,  stately  Ibis ! — 
the  bird  beloved  of  Thoth  the  Beneficent,  whose 
every  movement  was  a  diagram  of  science 
— an  illustration  of  the  mathematic  art  of 
Hermes ! 

Oh  !  beautiful,  most  beautiful  was  this  scene 
of  nature's  limning  and  man's  enframing! 
Surely  Sin  had  not  left  its  trail  here  !  Surely 
with  so  much  beauty  of  form,  there  could  not 
exist  deformity  of  spirit,  with  so  much  harmony 
in  the  voice,  there  could  not  be  mated  discord 
in  the  words  !  Could  the  intention  of  such  a 
creation  be  so  marred  ?  Could  man  stand  be- 
tween the  Demiurgos  and  the  Work,  and  throw 
his  shadow  over  that  which  the  Eternal  Fire 
vivified  ?  Or  could  he  fall  short  of  his  own 
works,  and  clothe  these  with  a  loveliness  which 
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his  soul  needed  ?  The  Temple  of  Phtha  and 
Athor  united — what  did  it  show  but  that  Life 
and  Beauty  were  one  ?  And  a  truth,  above  all 
other  truths,  did  this  sculptured  dogma  teach  ! 
For  Life  and  Loveliness  are  indeed  ONE  ;  and 
Beauty  is  the  only  intelligible  interpretation  of 
the  Mystic  Speech  within  the  Veil. 

If  nature  thus  teemed  with  varied  life,  so 
did  the  home  of  man  overflow  with  his  restless 
activity  and  stirring  energy.  The  streets  of 
Memphis  presented  an  animated  and  diversified 
appearance.  In  the  open  shops  were  seated 
their  several  owners,  employed  in  their  par- 
ticular trades,  while  attending,  at  the  same 
time,  to  such  customers  as  might  arrive.  In 
one  street,  the  carpenter  exposed  to  view  the 
evidences  of  his  handicraft,  and  proofs  of  his 
skill.  Boxes  of  every  size,  destined  either  for 
conveying  goods  by  land  or  canal  travelling, 
or  as  idle  ornaments  for  the  luxurious  apart- 
ments of  the  Egyptian  nobles,  stood  on  long, 
wide  slabs.  Behind  these  sat  the  owner,  beneath 
the  shadow  of  the  roof  and  the  awning 
which  hung  below  the  eaves.  Small,  elaborate 
articles,  of  fanciful  shapes,  were  found  here  ID 
great  abundance.  Fishes,  which  the  thieving 
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fox  had  already  seized,  ducks,  geese,  crocodiles. 
Typhonian  figures,  beautiful  female  forme, 
birds,  and  many  others  of  the  like  nature, 
were  mixed  amongst  those  whose  beauty  con- 
sisted in  the  engravings,  and  inlaid  precious 
metals,  or  foreign  woods,  with  which  they  were 
overspread.  Luxurious  chairs  and  couches, 
and  multiform  stools  and  carved  tables,  were 
piled  up  in  the  interior,  or  exposed  in  the 
front  of  the  shop,  where  the  workman  sat 
This  was  one  of  the  favorite  shops  of  the 
Egyptian  ladies,  whose  taste  for  the  beautiful  in 
works  of  art,  was  a  prominent  feature  in  their 
character.  And  many  a  long  white  veil  might  be 
seen  lingering  round  the  carpenter's  wares, 
in  admiration  of  their  grace  of  design :  and 
many  a  fair  purchaser  suddenly  reflected,  that 
a  lotus-stand  inlaid  with  ivory,  or  a  jewel-case 
of  the  perfumed  wood  of  Arabia  where  the 
very  soil  breathed  of  sweets,  or  a  box  of 
quaint  shape  and  costly  materials,  was  necessary 
for  some  indispensable  business  of  the  toilet. 
The  sweet  women  of  Egypt !— neither  were 
they  exempt  from  those  pretty  weaknesses  of 
their  sex,  which  hang  like  faery  ornaments 
round  the  nobler  virtues  of  womanhood,  and 
beautify,  with  the  charm  of  grace,  that  which 
a  majestic  severity  would  render  too  stern, 
p  5 
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"And  that  double  chair, — thou  wilt  not 
overcharge  me  ?"  would  a  sweet  voice  say  from 
behind  the  white  drapery.  "Gods!  it  will 
make  me  a  soft  midday  bed,  when  sleep  is  all 
that  the  weary  frame  can  bear,  and  repose  is 
the  chief  delight  of  life !  Thou  wilt  be  honest, 
merchant  ?" 

"  Thou  shalt  have  no  cause  to  complain  of  me 
to  the  Scribe  of  the  Quarter,"  the  carpenter 
would  answer,  as  he  extorted  thrice  the  value 
of  his  goods  from  his  bright-eyed  purchaser. 

The  jeweller's  was  also  another  shop  at 
which  the  small  feet  loved  to  stay,  as  the 
graceful  wanderer  remembered  that  she  must 
needs  have  a  new  headband,  or  necklace,  or 
armlet,  or  ring,  or  one  of  those  long  golden 
pins,  the  fashion  of  which  was  brought  from 
India,  wherewith  to  enhance  charms  already 
too  dazzling  for  the  peace  of  the  Egyptian 
youth. 

"  That  amethystine  band  for  the  hair,  thou 
mayst  send  it  to  the  Palace  of  the  Kings," 
said  a  pretty  young  girl,  attended  by  some  half 
dozen  slaves.  "  It  will  well  suit  my  mistress 
Nitocris,"  she  added  in  a  confidential  under 
tone,  spoken  partly  to  herself.  "And  that 
carcanet  of  rubies,  is  it  not  a  fortune  in  itself, 
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jeweller  ? — Does  not  a  royal  tribute  hang  from 
each  of  its  pendants?" 

"  Aye  Lady  !  The  stones  are  of  the  finest 
order,  and  were  arranged  in  their  golden  mould- 
ings by  myself." 

"  And  this  thou  deemest  their  best  recom- 
mendation ?  How  little  do  men  know  them- 
selves 1"  and  she  laughed. 

*'  Thy  wit  is  caustic ;  thy  laugh  wounds. 
But  if  the  headband  pleases  thee  not,  look  on 
this  ring,  and  these  armlets  of  chased  gold. 
Are  they  not  well  done  ?  Would  thy  Lady 
like  to  place  this  blue  stone,  which  rivals  the 
warrior's  in  its  lustrous  hue,  upon  her  rosy 
finger  ? — Or  this  pair  of  pure  golden  bracelets, 
— yon  emerald  zone, — that  gemmed  neck 
chain ; — surely  thou  mayst  find  somewhat,  from 
all  this  store,  which  could  please  thy  gentle 
lady's  eye!" 

And  Taia  shook  her  head,  as  she  purchased, 
at  usurer's  prices,  jewels  which  had  been  manu- 
factured in  the  glass  workshops  of  Thebes. 

This  imitation  of  the  precious  stones  by 
means  of  coloured  crystals,  or  glass,  was  one 
of  the  far-famed  Theban  arts.  The  Barbarians 
of  the  North  would  exchange  their  most  valu- 
able skins  for  a  string  of  these  false  stones  ; 
and  often  the  chief  part  of  the  furs  in  which 
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they  trafficked  to  the  Pure  Land,  passed 
through  the  hands  of  the  jewel-merchant,  ere 
they  reached  the  dyeing- vats  of  the  tanner. 

From  the  jeweller's,  Taia  proceeded  to  the 
weavers  of  linen;  scarce  deigning  to  turn  her 
pretty  head  as  she  passed  the  meaner  shops 
of  the  rope -maker,  and  net- weaver,  and  the 
manufacturer  of  papyrus.  Yet  she  halted  be- 
fore the  unshuttered  windows  of  the  leather- 
cutter,  whose  embroidered  sandals,  which  had 
been  steeped  in  the  white  juice  of  the  wreath- 
ing periploca,  and  dyed  in  the  seeds  of  the  dear 
acacia,  seemed  almost  fit  for  the  use  of  her 
sweet  mistress.  But  Taia  never  vouchsafed 
to  clothe  the  glancing  feet  of  Nitocris  in  any 
but  the  sandals  of  Anthylla,  which  was  as 
celebrated  for  this  manufacture,  as  for  its 
luscious  wines.  All  its  revenues  being  ap- 
propriated to  the  private  expenditure  of  the 
Royal  Lady,  part  were  paid  in  this  article  of 
embroidered  sandals.  And  though  many 
other  towns  could  produce  slippers  equal  to, 
if  not  surpassing,  those  of  Anthylla  in  beauty, 
yet  fashion  then,  as  ever,  held  supreme  sway, 
and  gave  to  all  stamped  by  her  sanction,  a 
highest  yet  fictitious  value. 

The  cleansers  of  stained  or  foul  linen  were 
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also  unheeded  by  the  tire-maid.  Nitocris 
might  not  employ  the  followers  of  such  a  trade 
as  this !  For  where  use  had  soiled  too  much 
for  further  wear,  the  fuller  must  not  renew. 
The  luxury  of  the  kingly  palace  might  not  be 
disgraced  by  the  presence  of  mean  economy  ; 
and  the  sacred  person  of  the  Princess  Palla- 
cide  was  not  to  be  polluted  by  aught  that  was 
not  best  and  newest.  As  much  attention  was 
paid  to  her  as  to  the  very  Statue  of  Isis  ;  and 
with  this,  no  article  upon  which  the  slightest 
stain  rested,  could  be  brought  in  contact. 

At  the  glass-blower's  furnace  she  would  also 
stop — the  restless  Taia  ! — and  bargain  for  his 
gilded  bottles,  or  painted  cups,  or  long  strings 
of  engraven  and  coloured  beads,  with  which 
the  Princess  often  employed  her  leisure  hours, 
by  stringing  them  in  loose,  fanciful  devices,  or 
fastening  them  on  bags  of  linen,  cloth,  and 
silk.  This  was  a  favorite  employment  of  the 
ladies  of  Egypt,  when  wearied  with  weaving 
and  embroidering. 

The  Smith,  or  armour-maker  had  power  to 
arrest  the  hand-maid's  wandering  eyes.  At 
first  the  recollection  of  the  handsome  Osorchon 
now  far  away — perhaps  wounded — dying — 
dead — before  the  ramparts  of  Pelusium,  made 
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her  linger  there  silent  and  sorrowful.  Again 
she  saw  his  keen  dark  eye — again  the  glossy 
curls,  black  as  the  black  eagle's  plumage, 
seemed  to  float  before  her  vision... again  she 
heard  the  clear  tones  of  his  young  voice : — the 
hand-maid  thought  of  all,  and  sighed  ;  nay, 
even  a  bright  tear  might  be  seen  slowly 
gathering  beneath  her  eye-lid — kept  captive 
by  the  long  fringes  which  fell  like  bars  before 
its  way.  But  the  flashing  of  the  sun  on  a 
large  metal  mirror,  the  flattering  surface  of 
which  reflected  back  a  picture  of  such 
grace  and  loveliness  as  was  that  bright 
lip  and  dimpling  brow,  soon  attracted 
her  attention,  and  dispelled  her  mourn- 
ful thoughts.  Sorrow  was  not  for  Taia.  In 
her  young  heart  the  pleasure  of  life  was  fresh 
and  unclouded,  her  very  sadness  was  gentler 
and  lighter  than  another's.  Her  love,  too,  for 
herself — morally  wrong  in  the  abstract  as  it 
might  be... was  but  an  echo  of  her  love  for  all 
which  had  life.  Would  one  blame  the  young 
fawn,  which,  bounding  over  the  plains,  stops 
surprised  and  pleased  at  the  vision  of  another — 
a  gentle  playmate — bending  her  arched  neck 
up  from  the  earth,  and  with  her  beseeching 
eyes  looking  fondly  into  her  own  ?  The  vision 
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ia  of  herself.  She  loves  her  own  image. 
She  stands  hours  long  by  the  flower-gemmed 
margin.. .she  gazes  incessantly  on  the  dear 
companion  from  whom  she  is  divided  by  some 
strange  cruel  spell.  Can  we  blame  the  fawn  ? 
Neither  the  maiden  ! 

As  she  proceeded  towards  the  Linen  Mer- 
chant's,— that  cherished  place  of  resort  of  un- 
employed women  from  the  times  of  the  Eight 
until  now... she  passed  many  a  strange  group 
of  foreign  Barbarians,  either  sauntering  slowly 
through  the  streets,  with  wondering  eyes,  and 
countenances  filled  with  the  astonishment  of 
admiration,  or  standing,  intently  gazing  upon 
this  or  that  strange  object,  whose  unknown 
shape  and  purpose  perplexed  their  minds. 

Memphis,  the  grand  emporium  of  trade — the 
great  throne  or  seat  of  commerce,  as  was 
Thebes  of  Ecclesiastical  government — was 
constantly  thronged  with  foreigners  from 
every  part  of  the  known  world.  But 
though  permitted,  they  were  not  encou- 
raged ;  neither  were  the  uncourteous  manners 
of  the  Egyptians,  proofs  of  hearty  welcome 
during  their  stay.  There  might  be  seen 
the  simple  people  of  the  Acacia  Island  of 
the  Red  Sea — the  Island  of  Dahalac,  where 
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war,  arms,  and  arts  were  almost  unknown. 
They  came  to  Egypt  to  offer  the  valuable 
pearls  and  coral  of  their  coasts  in  exchange 
for  her  cloth  and  linen,  leather,  skins,  sandals, 
and  other  commodities.  They  were  a  frugal 
people,  rude  and  uncultivated,  but  simple,  in- 
genuous and  honest.  The  inhabitants  of  the 
smiling  country  of  Sogdia  brought  their  various 
productions,  amongst  which,  rare  flowers  were 
not  the  least  prized.  The  happy  dwellers 
behind  the  Cashmerian  mountains  came  laden 
with  fine  wool,  both  of  sheep  and  of  goats. 
The  elegant  merchants  of  Phoenicia  with  glass 
from  Sidon,  the  birth-place  of  that  art,  and 
purple  from  the  queenly  Tyre,  mingled  with 
the  brave  but  cruel  Thracian,  and  the  barba- 
rous Scythian,  from  their  boundless  forests  and 
black,  ice- chained  lakes  and  seas. 

Ethiopians,  with  jetty  skins  and  swollen  fea- 
tures, brought  many  articles  of  high  esteem. 
Gold,  and  slaves,  monkeys,  horses,  dogs  for 
the  chase,  leopards,  lions,  and  gazelles ;  ivory, 
precious  stones,  the  eggs  and  plumage  of  the 
ostrich,  flowers  either  in  single  roots,  or  form- 
ing artificial  gardens,  were  among  the  impor- 
tations or  tribute,  which  the  Blue  River 
poured  into  the  Merchant-city  from  the  tide  of 
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his  mighty  bosom,  from  the  dusk  Gentiles  of 
the  South.  The  noble,  dark-eyed  sons  of 
Arabah  came  to  exchange  their  gums  and 
spices  for  the  Egyptian's  glass,  pottery,  and 
linen.  But  though  free  and  untamed,  how 
different  their  aspect  from  that  of  the  giant- 
statured  Bactrians,  whose  rough  matted  beards 
and  long,  coarse  hair,  scarce  covered  by  their 
turbaned  caps,  whose  warlike  gestures  and  offen- 
sive armour,  were  so  out  of  place  in  the  clean 
and  peaceful  City  of  Phtha  I  Rough  and 
savage  though  they  were,  yet  no  other  nation 
upon  which  the  sun  shone,  were  so  easily  the 
dupes  of  the  weaker  woman  S  The  fair,  frail 
dames  of  Bactria  knew  well  how  to  lord 
it  over  their  rude  mates,  till,  impunity 
lending  boldness,  they  became  at  last  shame- 
less. 

A.  group  of  grave,  contemplative,  Babyloni- 
ans slowly  traversed  the  streets,  each  attended 
by  his  servant  bearing  a  large  fan,  or  small 
canopy,  for  protection  against  the  sun.  Their 
ample,  fine,  white  linen  garments  flowing  to 
their  feet  ;  their  silky  hair  neatly  arranged 
and  scented,  embroidered  caps,  golden  rings, 
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flower-headed  sticks,  the  privileged  mark  of 
the  high-bred  Egyptian  likewise— perfumed 
bodies,  and  soft,  tender,  skins  made  them  appear 
of  another  race  of  being,  to  the  Scythian  in 
his  dress  of  furs  and  cone-shaped  cap,  or  to 
the  savage  tribes  of  Thrace  and  Bactria.  The 
star-reading  worshippers  of  Belus — the  lovers 
of  the  gentle  Mylitta,  the  Syrian  Dove,  the 
Female  Life  of  the  world — by  their  very 
faith  must  be  somewhat  different  to  men, 
whose  religion  taught  them  only  a  bravery 
which  became  cruelty — whose  Hereafter  was 
one  of  fierce  delights,  stained  with  blood, 
and  whose  love  was  a  passion  shaming  its 
name! 

Amongst  the  strangers  was  a  party  of  men 
richly  dressed  in  embroidered  garments,  and 
carrying  large  wooden  canopies,  whose  light 
weight  was  a  marvel  when  contrasted  with 
their  size.  There  countenances  were  flat,  un- 
interesting, and  of  a  pale  straw  colour.  Their 
eyes,  black,  slit-shaped,  small  and  cunning, 
were  set  like  beads  against  the  plane-like 
forehead.  Foremost  walked  one,  the  eldest 
of  the  group,  and  evidently  the  highest  in 
rank.  He  was  the  same  who  had  journeyed 
to  Thebes  on  matters  of  secret  import  con- 
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nected  with  Amasis;  and  who  had  beguiled 
one  of  his  unemployed  hours,  by  witnessing 
the  performances  of  Isenofra  and  her  sisters. 
They  were  the  sons  of  the  self-styled  Celes- 
tial Country,  the  Central  Flowery  Land. 

Taia  continued  her  journey — now  shrinking 
in  real  or  pretended  alarm — now  more  boldly 
looking  at  the  foreigners — until  she  came  to 
the  shop  of  the  linen  merchant.  Here  she 
began  her  usual  bartering  for  some  of  his  em- 
broidered shawls,  and  pieces  of  striped  linen, 
and  stuffs  covered  with  gold  and  needle  work, 
and  fine  muslin.  All  to  please  her  lovely  mis- 
tress Nitocris. 

Whilst  thus  engaged,  a  foreigner  sauntered 
slowly  past.  His  dress  and  looks  were  differ- 
ent to  any  of  the  Gentiles  she  had  already 
seen.  He  was  a  man  of  tall  stature  and  com- 
manding appearance,  with  fair  hair  curling 
round  a  high  and  massive  forehead  in  short, 
manifold,  curls.  Here  and  there  a  silver 
thread  might  be  seen  running  through  the 
bright  brown,  indications  of  the  approach,  though 
not  of  the  presence,  of  age.  His  blue  eyes 
were  keen  and  watchful ;  his  skin  fair ;  and,  at 
each  emotion,  the  crimson  blood  mounted  to 
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his  brow.     His  beard  he  wore  long ;  its  silken 
curls  rolled  midway  to  his  breast.     His  dress 
was   white,  and  covered   his    body   from   the 
throat  to  the  feet.     Round  his  neck  he  wore  a 
chain  of  peculiar   workmanship,  from   which 
depended  an  ornament  of  still  more  peculiar 
shape  and  appearance.     It  was  a  small  egg, 
white    as    snow,    having    the    semblance  of 
coagulated  froth  or  milk,  and  set  in  enchased 
gold  work.     In  his  inner  vest  he  wore  a  small 
branch  of  a  tree  unknown  to  the  Egyptians, 
the  leaves  of  which  were  minute,  pointed,  and 
at   distant  intervals.     The  stalk  was  covered 
with  round  berries  of  a  greenish  white,  once 
soft  and    pulpy,  now    withered.      It   was    a 
branch  from  the  Tree  of  Charms,  which  grew, 
a  parasite,  on  the  brave  old  forest  oak,  with 
which    the    island    of    this   Western    Priest 
abounded,  and  whose  groves  formed  his  heaven- 
built  temple.     Rings  and    bracelets  were  on 
his  hands  and  arms.     Could  he  be  of  the  same 
race  as  was  that  pale,  yellow  man — the  patron 
of  the  Three,  from  the  distant  shores  of  the 
blossom-haunted  land — who  now  slowly  crossed 
his  path,    and,  as   if  attracted  by  some   un- 
known sympathy,  fixed  his  small,  black  eyes 
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on  him.  Could  the  flat  forehead  of  the  one 
contain  the  same  degree,  or  the  same  spe- 
cies, of  intellect,  as  the  broad  and  expansive 
brow  of  the  other?  Were  the  narrow 
eyes  of  the  one,  slit-shaped  and  depressed, 
indices  of  the  same  soul  as  those  open,  fear- 
less, heaven-blue  orbs  ?  Was  the  gait  of  the 
one,  timid,  suspicious,  humble,  and  arrogant  at 
once,  the  gait  of  a  man  such  as  was  he  who 
now  trod  the  Streets  of  Memphis,  grave,  bold, 
dignified  and  respectful,  with  all  the  pride  of 
the  man,  and  the  self-sustainment  of  the 
philosopher?  Or  were  either  the  children  of 
the  same  First  Progenitor,  with  that  dusky 
Ethiop,  with  his  thick  lips,  beetling  brow,  and 
strange  figure  ?  Was  the  tale  of  the  common 
parentage  true,  or  was  it  not  rather  self-evi- 
dent that  the  various  races  had  each  sprung 
from  various  genitors? 

The  Priest  of  the  Western  Island  came  to 
front  of  the  shop,  at  which  Taia  had  arrested 
her  rapid  course.  He  listened  for  some  time, 
in  amused  attention  to  her  usual  preface  of 
deprecation  and  entreaty.  A  preface  which 
alway  ended  in  tthe  melancholy  fact  of  her 
being  charged  with  a  sum  thrice,  and  thrice 
again,  the  value  of  the  purchase. 
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Taia  saw  that  those  large  blue  eyes  were 
steadily  fixed  upon  her,  and,  with  a  woman's 
quickness  of  perception,  she  saw  that  admi- 
ration formed  a  large  ingredient  in  the  atten- 
tion which  he  paid  her.  Never  had  the  young 
linen-merchant  met  with  a  fair  purchaser  so 
difficult  to  please  !  Never  had  Taia,  the  most 
extravagant  of  purse-bearers,  been  afflicted 
with  such  an  unaccommodating  fit  of  refined 
taste,  and  starch  economy  !  Pieces  of  muslin 
whose  texture  rivalled  the  net  of  the  spider  — 
whose  stripes  of  various  colours  might  have 
been  dyed  in  the  sunlit  furnace  of  the  Painted 
Bow — whose  folds  could  make  a  fit  model  for 
the  sculptor,  so  gracefully  did  they  dispose 
themselves  —  in  vain  were  these,  and 
others  of  linen  worked  with  gold,  held  up 
before  the  eyes  of  the  hand-maid.  The  purple 
wool  of  Tyre,  woven  into  a  robe  fit  for  the 
Statue  of  Isis  on  the  day  of  the  solemn  pane- 
gyre,  was  offered  to  no  avail.  Taia  shook  her 
head,  and  complained  loudly  of  the  poverty  of 
the  merchant's  stores,  though  none  other  shop 
in  Memphis  could  boast  of  so  many  well-filled 
balee. 

While  she  was  thus  deliberating,  the  stran- 
ger drew  nearer  still,  and  said  in  the  Egyptian 
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language,  though  with  a  foreign  way  and  ac- 
cent :  "  The  maiden  is  hard  to  please  this 
bright-eyed  morn  1  What  ails  the  goods, 
thou  gay- winged  bird  ?  Surely  here  are 
more  than  could  suffice  thee !  Surely,  from 
so  many,  thou  mayst  select  one  that  would 
please  thy  fair  mistress  !  Or  is  she,  too, 
as  hard  to  satisfy  as  her  hand-maid  ?  A 
rare  time  must  the  Memphite  merchants 
have,  if  such  as  this  be  the  manner  of  their 
customers !" 

Taia  at  first  looked  undecided  whether  to 
shriek  and  run  away,  or  answer  her  bold  inter- 
rogator. But  on  glancing  again  at  the  face  of 
the  stranger,  she  thought  that  under  so  fair  a 
skin  there  could  not  lurk  the  blackness  of  evil. 
Barbarian  as  he  was — she,  a  daughter  of  Khemi, 
to  whom  the  breath  and  the  words  of  a  Gen- 
tile ought  to  have  been  profanation — she  re- 
membered, also,  that  she  was  a  woman  young 
and  lovely,  while  he  was  a  man,  admiring  and 
ingenuous.  His  fresh  complexion,  to  which 
she  was  so  unaccustomed  as  not  to  perceive 
that  it  bore  the  marks  of  a  perfect  mankind, 
not  to  speak  of  incipient  age,  seemed  to  her 
like  the  skin  of  a  mere  youth... a  glorious  boy 
from  the  skies ;  and  the  silver  streaks  in  his 
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chesnut  hair,  were  but  brighter  shades,  as  the 
sunshine  fell. 

"  Nay  !"  she  said  blushing.  "My  mistress 
is  not  thus  hard  to  satisfy.  Were  I  to  carry 
her  that  unlovely  robe,"  and  here  she  disdain- 
fully touched  a  piece  of  linen  traversed  with 
narrow,  fawn-coloured  stripes,  "  she  would 
accept  it  with  her  sweet  smiles  and  kindly 
thauks  ;  and  wear  it,  dreaming  the  while,  that 
the  pattern  was  the  most  becoming  that  had 
ever  issued  from  the  workman's  loom  !  She 
careth  nought  for  these  varieties.  And  be  her 
vest  closed  to  the  very  throat,  plain  and  sober- 
coloured,  she  heeds  nothing  else  !" 

"  She  is  more  than  woman,  then,  this 
sweet  mistress  of  thine !"  said  the  Barbarian 
smiling. 

"  Aye !  she  is  more  than  woman  !"  answered 
Taia  gravely. 

"  Her  name  ?" 

"  The  Princess  Nitocris,"  said  Taia,  draw- 
ing herself  up. 

"  Ah  ?  The  daughter  of  thy  Pontiff- 
King  ?" 

"  And  how  earnest  thou,  a  foreign  barbarian, 
to  know  of  the  state  and  name  of  Egypt's 
Monarch  ?"  inquired  the  linen  merchant  with 
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raised  eye-brows,  while  he  involuntarily  drew 
back  from  the  evil  omen  of  mystery. 

"  Who  doth  not  know  of  the  Land  of  the 
Nile  ?"  replied  the  stranger  half  smiling. 

"  But  its  inmates... what  hath  the  Barbarian 
to  do  with  them  ?"  urged  the  man. 

*'  Hath  not  its  fame,  and  the  fame  of  its 
eons,  gone  forth  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the 
earth  ?  Hath  not  the  name  of  its  deeds  and 
its  arts  pierced  through  the  cold  blackness  of 
the  savage  North,  like  a  winged  flame  of  fire  ? 
And  should  not  I,  likewise,  have  stood  ad- 
miringly by  the  great  fountain  of  wisdom,  and 
mirrored  myself  in  its  clear  waves  ?  Dost  thou 
not  believe  that  we  are  all  poor,  miserable,  and 
despised,  until  the  light  of  the  Egyptian  ^Edes 
falls  on  us,  and  warms  our  frozen  faculties  to 
life  ?  Do  I  look  a  man  miserable,  and  to  be 
despised  ?  And  yet  must  I  not  be  these,  and 
more,  if  I  know  not  of  Egypt,  the  Land  of 
the  Nile — if  I  cannot  sing  a  song  of  her  brave 
deeds  ?" 

*'  Aye,  true,  true !  Thou  speakest  wise 
words  1' '  cried  both  his  listeners  in  one  breath . 

The  Barbarian  for  a  moment  looked  amused 
at  Egyptian  contempt  of  every  nation  ly- 
ing beyond  the  kingdom  of  Osiris.  "And 
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yet  our  Bards,"  he  thought,  "they  teach  the 
same  doctrines  to  the  people  of  the  Isle  of  the 
Oak.  It  is  well,  for,  after  all,  trust  in  self  is 
the  surest  safeguard." 

"  He  dreams  !"  whispered  Taia.  "  His  eyes 
are  fixed  and  glazed ; — his  lip  moves  convul- 
sively. Is  thought  so  painful?" 

"  Dost  thou  think  his  eye  is  good, — or  are  its 
looks  pale  and  evil  ?"  asked  the  young  merchant 
confidentially. 

"  Hush  1"  she  said.  "  Tempt  not  the  Spirit 
by  the  invocation  of  his  name !  My  blood 
runs  cold !" 

"  Aye  !  yonder  eternal  Pyramids,  suffici- 
ently attest  to  the  truth,  that  the  Belief 
in  Power  is  its  Possession,— that  to  will  with 
earnest  energy  of  spirit,  is  to  accomplish.  It 
is  a  noble  gift,  this  grasp  of  man's  mind !  Let 
it  be  untrue, — so  is  life.  Let  it  be  visionary, 
— so  are  all  things !" 

"  Alas!"  thought  Taia,  half  laughing,  half 
pouting, "  behold  a  speculative  philosopher,  who 
can  dream  of  wisdom  while  a  young  maiden 
looks  him  in  the  eyes  !  I  would  wager  all  my 
wealth  of  golden  bars  and  jewelled  ornaments, 
that  he  could  well  consider  the  courses  of  the 
seven  planets,  or  the  productions  of  the  earth, 
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even  while  his  lips  took  from  hers,  their  dearest 
sweets  1  I  am  weary  of  these  eternal  dreamers ! 
The  brave  Osorchon  could  feel,  and  not  con- 
tent himself  with  but  cold  and  empty  thoughts! 
Deeds  and  the  warmth  of  life  for  Taia,  not 
speculation  and  reverie." 

"  And  thy  mistress  is  the  Princess  ?"  re- 
peated the  Stranger  inquiringly. 

"  She  is  the  Lady  of  the  Palaces,"  returned 
the  handmaid. 

"The  Princess  Nitocris,"  he  muttered. 
"  Aye!  she  is  a  wise  maiden,— a  true  child  of 
Egyptian  pride.  I  have  heard  of  her  from 
Amasis  of  Thebes." 

•'  Amasis  of  Thebes,"  thought  Taia,  "what 
can  this  man  have  to  do  with  the  wise  and 
holy  Pontiff  of  Amun?  Hath  he  an  Evil 
Spirit  like  Tathlyt  the  Dwarf?  I  fear— my 
limbs  tremble, — I  must  away,  else  his  evil  eye 
will  strike  me.  Isis,  my  very  flesh  is  cold,  and 
my  feet  refuse  my  bidding,  while  black  forms 
float  before  me  I  Pray  the  kind  Gods  that  my 
garment's  hem  touch  him  not !" 

And  without  returning  the  stranger's  grace- 
ful obeisance,  Taia,  overcome  with  the  sudden 
terror  of  superstition,  darted  from  the  young 
linen-merchant's  shop. 
Q  3 
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"  I  must  ask  more  of  this  Nitocris,  when  the 
Interpreter  of  the  Mysteries  of  Amun  meets 
nae  by  the  Pyramids,"  said  the  stranger,  as  he 
turned  away,  wholly  insensible  to  the  discom- 
fiture of  both  buyer  and  seller.  "  She  may 
be  useful  to  us.  She  may  perchance  influ- 
ence her  bigot  father  to  carry  into  effect  the 
Theban's  views  of  commerce  with  our 
white-cliffed  isle.  This  accomplished,  then 
comes  that  grander,  bolder  scheme,  which 
we  have  nurtured  in  our  Holy  Places.  But  he 
is  a  mad  enthusiast,  this  father  ;  and  he  looks 
no  further  than  the  gate  of  his  own  Temple  ! 
Amasis  of  Thebes  is  a  wise  and  learned  man, 
as  his  communications  speak.  I  shall  rejoice 
to  stand  face  to  face  before  the  Priest,  with 
whom  I  have  so  long  held  intercourse,  by 
means  of  the  Speech  of  Leaves.  When  I  first 
voyaged  up  the  Blue  River,  and  established 
this  mysterious  intercourse  with  the  Hierophant 
of  Amun,  as  I  had  already  done  with  the 
Priests  of  Belus  and  Ormuzd  in  Babylon  and 
Arabia,... a  far  different  man  possessed  the 
Throne  of  Ecclesiastic  Rule.  But  the  Strings 
of  Amasis  could,  even  without  the  altered 
name,  have  shown  me  that  another  mind  had 
guided  the  hand  in  threading  their  leaves.  I 
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shall  look  upon  his  brow  to-morrow.  Then, 
for  the  first  time,  the  two  men  shall  meet,  who 
have  sent  their  woodland  words  from  each  to 
each,  and  spoken  through  distance  of  such  mighty 
matters.  It  will  be  a  grave  moment ;  and 
even  my  cool  blood  pants  for  its  coming  !  For 
the  cause  which  we  have  undertaken  is  one  of 
such  magnitude,... one  whose  intention  extends 
so  far  and  looks  so  deep,... one  bound  up  with 
all  that  is  most  dear  to  the  inmost  soul  of  man, 
...that  I  should  be  wanting  in  the  sensibility 
of  human  nature,  did  I  not  feel  to  my  very 
heart's  core,  the  stirrings  of  a  mighty  passion. 
Thoughts  can  arouse  feelings  as  strong  as  those 
called  up  by  sensation ;  for  the  mind  exerts 
equal  influence  with  the  body.  Equal?. ..nay, 
superior  !  The  Passions  of  the  Idea  are  more 
potent  than  those  of  the  Senses ;  and  the  Divine 
Madness,  like  the  fury  of  the  encoiled  snakes, 
stings  the  soul  of  the  possessor  of  the  undying, 
superhuman  Thought.  Oh !  beautiful  and  glo- 
rious is  life !  Every  grass-blade,  every  leaf, 
every  breeze  teems  with  animation.  Every 
small  and  smallest  atom  speaks  of  the  God 
of  the  Druid.  But  unto  which  of  all  these, 
has  been  granted  the  Mind  of  Humanity? 
The  herb  breathes  its  healing  powers,  the 
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metal  its  virtues,  the  Amulet  its  charms,  the 
sacrificial  blood  its  efficacy,... each  portion  of 
Nature  doth  her  allotted  work.  That  of  man 
is  to  Reflect.  To  stand  as  the  embodied  Spirit 
of  Contemplation;  ...to  penetrate  the  dark  wood, 
and  pass  through  into  the  inmost  shrine;.. .to 
free  the  outward  barrier  of  stones,  and  kneel 
before  the  hidden  altar,... to  sacrifice  and  to  wor- 
ship;... behold  the  work  appointed  for  the 
mind  of  man  I  For  the  outward  life  of  deed 
and  action, ...a  stern,  rough,  and  impure  road 
must  he  travel,  and  rejoice  if  it  lead  not  to 
evil!" 

"  And  rejoice,  if  it  lead  not  to  evil,. ..the  end 
of  this  stern,  rough,  and  impure  road  of  active 
energy,"  whispered  a  voice  whose  tones  and  lan- 
guage, that  of  his  native  land,  made  the  Druid 
start.  "  Edwy,  Priest  of  the  Isle  of  Oaks,... 
hath  the  road  of  thy  deeds  led  thee  to  such  an 
end?" 

"  It  is  a  mockery  of  my  imagination,"  said 
the  Priest  half  audibly.  "  1  am  not  a  man  to 
be  affrighted  at  my  shadow  in  the  sunshine. 
The  language  of  home  oft  sounds  in  our  ears 
when  amongst  cold  strange  hearts." 

"  Thy    self-confidence  is    vain,"    said    the 
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Voice.  "  These  words  are  not  the  whispered 
echoes  of  thy  soul.  They  are  True." 

"  Pshaw !  this  folly  is  more  than  childish," 
cried  the  Druid,  suddenly  halting  and  looking 
boldly  around  him.  "  In  the  broad  day  can 
I  be  thus  assaulted  by  superstition?  In  the 
night  when  all  is  darkness  and  uncertainty, 
then  indeed  may  we  have  our  supernatural 
visitations ;  but  in  the  open  eye  of  Heaven — 
that  may  not  be." 

"  Boast  thyself  as  thou  wilt,"  returned  the 
same  voice.  "  Thou  wilt  find  too  sadly,  at 
the  end,  that  thy  trust  was  in  vain.  Edwy, 
thou  art  brave,  and  part  of  thy  life  has  been 
noble — but  the  dark  spot  is  on  thy  heart, 
and  its  poison  has  corrupted  thy  life's  blood.'" 

The  Druid  had  now  arrived  at  the  base  of 
the  Large  Pyramid  built  by  Suphis.  Its 
broad,  black  shadow  fell  heavily  on  the  grass 
which  clustered  round  its  base,  and  cast  its 
dark  lines  on  the  painted  pyla,  and  the  gay 
pennons,  and  the  sweet  beds  of  roses,  the 
clear  fountains,  and  ponds  covered  with  the 
lotus  and  the  graceful  byblus,  of  the  palace 
gardens.  It  stood  amongst  those  majestic 
temples  of  Memphis,  like  a  God  standing  in 
the  home  of  the  Titans.  Those  dazzling  walls 
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white,  and  glancing,  and  glowing  with  painted 
stories  where  the  sunlight  fell — dark  and  silent 
as  night  where  the  shadow  gloomed,  might 
well  have  served  for  a  type  of  many  earthly 
things... glorious,  and  bright,  and  clothed  in 
the  mystic  garb  of  the  Eternal  White,  where 
the  Above  brightens — but  dusk  and  chill 
where  earth  shadows  this  radiance. 

The  Druid  entered  the  railing,  or  partitioned 
enclosure,  which  encircled  each  of  the  pyra- 
mids, and  seated  himself  upon  one  of  the 
broad  stone  steps  leading  into  the  Upper 
Chamber,  while  he  gazed  at  the  scene  before 
him. 

"  Nature  hath  been  more  prodigal  here  than 
m  my  own  green  home,"  he  said,  speaking  or 
rather  thinking  aloud.  "  And  yet  I  love  best 
that  ceaseless  change — that  rapid  tear  and 
flashing  smile,  following  each  other  so  quickly 
— nay,  often  born  and  dead  together.  These 
lightning  changes  lend  an  inexpressible  charm 
to  the  sky  of  the  west.  But  here,  this  eternal 
sunshine,  this  burning  ardour,  would  wither 
my  spirit !  I  pine  for  the  fresh  breeze  of  the 
boundless  ocean — for  the  cool  shower  of  the 
spring-tide — for  the  feathery  snow  of  the 
winter.  Like  the  heather  beds  of  the  uplands 
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— I,  too,  need  a  rougher  mothership,  ere  I 
can  rise  into  manliness  of  frame  or  spirit. 
Aye  !  years  ago,  in  the  midst  of  the  perfumed 
groves  of  Arabah — with  beauty,  music,  love 
and  odours  round  me,  my  heart  flew  back  to 
its  home ;  and  with  a  yearning,  that  was  nigh 
madness,  made  me  forsake  all — even  honor — 
even  wife  and  child — for  the  blessed  sight  of 
the  Temple  of  Oaks.  Areia,  even  thy  soft 
arms  had  not  power  to  hold  me  back,  nor  thy 
infant's  sweet  voice  a  spell  as  mighty  as  the 
woods  of  my  home." 

A  woman  wandered  by  the  enclosure.  Her 
step  was  slow,  and  her  bearing  that  of  one 
faint  from  sickness.  Her  veil  had  fallen  off, 
or  rather  she  had  impatiently  pushed  it  aside, 
to  gain,  more  unobstructedly,  the  Nile-breeze. 
She  turned  her  swarthy  cheek,  and  large,  lan- 
guid eye  toward  the  Pyramid.  The  Druid 
started  from  his  seat. 

"  My  fancy  plays  me  strange  tricks  this 
day,"  he  then  said  with  a  sickly  smile.  "  And 
yet  that  furrowed  brow  and  trailing  step — 
that  shrunken  form  and  glazed  eye,  brought  to 
my  memory  the  vision  of  the  bright,  the  free, 
the  lost  Maid  of  Araby  1  But  she,  that 
beautiful  maid — she,  mine  own,  my  bride... 
Q  5 
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was  one  whose  laugh  was  sweet  and  wild  like 
the  woodbird's  call  ...  whose  feet  bounded 
through  the  groves  of  the  desert-island, 
with  the  grace  of  her  own  gazelle. ..and 
this  woman  was  aged  and  unlovely.  Strange 
union  of  idea  in  forms  so  dissimilar.  Areia 
was  all  youth  and  loveliness... yon  passing 
stranger... withered  and  careworn.  I  saw  the 
mark  of  fiery  passions  on  her  brow... and  my 
Arab  bride  was  tender  as  the  dove,  and  fond 
and  gentle.  Oh  !  how  was  her  love  repaid !  I 
would  that  yon  woman  had  not  crossed  my 
sight.  She  hath  awakened  remembrances 
fraught  with  suffering  and  crime." 

And  Edwy,  the  High  Priest  of  the  Druids, 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  as  if  unwilling 
that  the  very  air  should  look  upon  his  brow. 

The  woman  threw  aside  her  veil  yet  further, 
turning  often  to  look  at  the  figure  seated  ^on 
the  steps  of  the  Pyramid. 

Hidden  from  his  view  by  the  branches  of  a 
sycamore  fig  tree,  a  man  sat  watching  the 
Barbarian.  He  was  clothed  in  the  dress  of  a 
hieraphor  in  a  robe  reaching  from  his  neck  to 
his  feet,  and  concealing  even  his  hands  and 
arms.  His  face  wore  a  strange,  mixed  expres- 
sion of  hatred,  pity,  and  exultation.  He  sat 
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glaring  on  the  Druid,  like  a  tiger  watching 
his  prey.  And  yet,  underneath,  lay  a  sweet, 
small  ray  of  tenderness,  an  angel  hidden  in  the 
tempest. 

"  That  figure  was  a  phantasm,"  he  whis- 
pered in  a  peculiar  voice,  one  which  did  not 
proceed  from  himself,  but  appeared  rather  to 
be  thrown  out  by  the  wall  of  the  Mausoleum. 
"  It  was  a  reality... a  reality  of  the  world  of 
shadows.  It  was  the  Spirit  of  Areia  which 
wandered  by,  enshrined  in  the  form  she  now 
bears.  Yes,  Edwy  of  the  West,  she  was 
young,  she  was  bright,  and  pure,  and  blessed, 
ere  thy  hateful  sighs  stained  the  unsullied  robe 
of  her  heart.  Thou  earnest  to  her  oasis. 
Thou  wert  the  trusted  of  her  warrior  father, 
and  the  betrayer  of  his  child.  The  Arab  har- 
boured thee ;  he  paid  thee  love ;  and  his  noble, 
simple  soul  offered  up  its  tribute  of  respect,  on 
the  altar  of  thy  fancied  superiority.  How  was 
his  hospitality  returned?  how  his  daughter's 
trust  ?  Were  not  ingratitude,  treachery,  and 
desertion,  the  triple-leaved  weed  which  thou 
didst  plant  before  the  curtains  of  the  tent 
which  had  been  thy  home  ?  Thy  brother,  too 
...with  what  guardianship  didst  thou  fulfil 
thy  vow  to  thy  dead  mother?  He  was 
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unsightly  and  unloved.  He  came  to  the  desert. 
One  pure  flower  he  found  there,  which  sprung 
up  at  his  feet,  and  waited  but  his  plucking. 
Already  his  hand  was  on  the  slender  stalk... 
already  the  petals  warmed  beneath  the  touch 
of  his  grasp... when  thou  didst  come.  Thou 
tore  it  from  his  hold. ..flung  thy  shadow  over 
its  brightness... plucked  it... then  threw  it  far 
into  the  distance,  to  perish  and  to  die !  Such 
was  Areia ;  what  is  she  now  ?  The  work  of 
her  abasement  is  thine !  It  is  thou  who  hast 
rendered  the  gentle  harsh ;  the  pure  plague- 
spotted;  the  Angel  of  Heaven,  the  very 
demon's  slave.  Look  on  thy  work,  and  weep. 
Behold  her  now.  Gaze,  if  thou  durst,  into 
the  depths  of  those  fierce  eyes ;  see  the  fiery 
passions  raging  high,  where  once  all  was 
love  and  sweetness;  see  the  misery,  where 
once  all  was  delight.  Aye,  look,  Edwy,  thou 
Druid  Priest!  thou  whose  soul  is  filled  with 
the  Divine  Thought... look  on  this  evidence  of 
thy  Deeds,  and  then  say,  if  thou  art  the  man 
to  bring  all  nations  under  the  one  god-like 
banner  of  an  Universal,  Same  Faith  I  Can 
thy  God  have  granted  such  powers  to  thee? 
Can  thy  Serpent's  Egg  cleanse  from  the  past, 
as  well  as  guard  the  present  ?  Fool,  presump- 
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tuous  and  blind !  the  man  who  teaches  purity, 
must  himself  be  pure.  And  this  art  thou  ?" 

The  'stranger  bent  his  head  lower  on  his 
breast,  and  large  drops  fell  from  his  brow,  and 
forced  themselves  through  his  fingers.  The 
woman  turned  once  more,  and  slowly  gazed  on 
him.  Then  drawing  a  deep  sigh  she  passed 
on. 

And  the  moon  deepened  into  noonday,  and 
the  noon  darkened  into  night,  and  still  Edwy 
sat  by  the  Pyramid,  his  head  sunk  upon  his 
breast. 
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CHAPTER    VIII. 


THE   GARDENS   OF   THE   PALACE  OF    KINGS.      NI- 
TOCRIS   AND   AREIA.       THE   PSYLLI. 


TAIA,  overpowered  by  that  sudden  dread  which 
often  seized  on  the  superstitious  minds  of  the 
Egyptians,  from  causes  the  most  trivial,  and 
apparently  the  most  remotely  connected  with 
fate,  hurried  home  as  quickly  as  she  could. 
For  this  morning,  at  least,  all  further  affecta- 
tions and  extravagances  were  at  an  end,  and 
her  only  aim  was  to  find  herself  and  her  at- 
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tendants,  as  soon  as  might  be,  safe  within  the 
shadow  of  the  royal  pylon.  But  this  desirable 
consummation  seemed  improbable ;  for  now 
she  remembered  that  as  her  foot  had  crossed 
the  threshold  of  the  gateway  of  the  court, 
on  issuing  forth  this  morning,  the  first 
sounds  which  she  heard,  had  been  those  of 
children  weeping  and  wrangling.  The  first 
words  which  greeted  her  ears  were  those  of 
lamentation!  The  tame  ibis  domesticated  in 
the  palace  gardens,  had,  that  day,  refused  the 
grain  which  she  had  offered  it ;  and,  contrary 
to  its  usual  custom,  turned  to  the  left  hand  of 
her  path  rather  than  to  the  right.  The  Gen- 
tile Barbarians  had  looked  on  her  with  evil 
eyes  ;  the  red  ass  of  the  desert  had  touched 
her  garments  on  the  way ;  a  flight  of  birds  had 
flown  to  the  unpropitious  side  ;  and  a  sacred 
cat,  sick  and  languid,  had  followed  her  hasty 
footsteps  far  and  long.  A  sad  accumulation  of 
weighty  miseries  did  Taia  heap  up  for  herself 
from  out  these  atomic  disasters  ! 

She  continued  her  way,  with  the 
colour  of  her  warm  cheeks  blanched,  the 
brightness  of  her  eyes  dulled,  and  the  ever- 
ready  smile — that  sweetest  visitant  of  her 
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rosy  lipa  —  merged  into  the  lines  of  dis- 
may. She  no  sooner  gained  the  gateway 
of  the  first  court — whose  gay  banners,  bearing 
the  names  of  the  Royal  Inmates,  Sethos  and 
his  daughter,  enclosed  in  elliptical  rings,  and 
placed  below  a  sentence  of  blessing,  seemed 
to  wave  their  fluttering  ribbons  towards  her 
like  words  of  welcome — than  she  hastened  with 
all  speed  through  the  court.  The  small  second 
gateway,  standing  like  a  summer-house  of  re- 
pose— the  second  euroofed  court,  or  rather 
the  chamber  whose  only  roof  was  a  striped 
awning — both  were  passed ;  and  skimming 
through  various  halls,  and  passages,  and  cham- 
bers, she  at  last  arrived  at  the  door  of  the 
Cradle  of  Peace — the  private  apartment  of 
Nitocris. 

Adjusting  the  disordered  folds  of  her  veil — 
that  peculiar  vanity  of  the  Egyptian  women — 
she  knocked  thrice  on  the  carved  door.  No 
answer  was  returned;  and  this  silence  gave 
her  an  additional  terror.  Again  the  prayer 
for  admittance  ;  and  again  the  same  stillness. 
And  on  opening  the  door  without  the  usual 
permission,  Taia  found  the  accustomed  place 
void.  Nitocris  was  not  there.  In  the  larger 
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and  more  public  chambers,  the  tire-woman 
was  told  that  she  had  retired  to  the  Cradle  of 
Peace.  Poor  little  Taia  !  Her  heart  began 
to  sink  within  her. 

Half  in  tears  she  roamed  through  the 
palace.  She  penetrated  even  within  the 
hallowed  precincts  of  the  King's  private 
chamber.  Heedless  of  the  threats  or  entreaties 
of  the  guards,  she  followed  her  inclination  as 
she  would. 

But  vainly  she  sought  through  every  nook 
and  corner  of  the  Palace  ;  vainly  she  flitted 
through  the  colonnades,  the  halls  and  passages, 
and  diverging  chambers ;  vainly  she  ascended 
the  winding  stairs  which  led  from  story  to 
story.  Again  the  second,  and  again  the  third 
flight  of  broad  stone  steps  was  passed,  and  at 
length  she  stepped  out  upon  the  open  balcony, 
or  rather  embattled  plane  roof.  This  myste- 
rious disappearance  of  Nitocris — she  so  still 
and  regular — was  a  thing  full  of  the  most 
horrible  terrors.  She  persuaded  herself,  at 
last,  that  the  sudden  death  of  Nitocris  was  the 
evil  at  which  all  her  ill  omens  had  pointed. 
It  must  be  so.  A  harm  too  fearful  for  thought 
had  befallen  the  Gracious  Lady.  It  must  be 
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so.  The  Land,  of  Egypt  was  made  deso- 
late—  the  Tomb  was  Mizraim's  dearest 
casket! 

During  the  absence  of  Taia,  the  little  Ethiop 
slave  who  always  attended  personally  on  her, 
had  brought  to  Nitocris  an  earnest  prayer  from 
an  unknown  woman,  that  she  should  grant  her 
a  secret  interview. 

"  But  the  stranger — who  is  she,  and  her 
business  ?"  asked  the  Princess.  "  Nitocris  of 
Memphis  cannot  thus  meet  every  Gentile  who 
prays  her  for  this  grace !  It  is  unbecoming 
her  place,  and  her  father's  dignity.  The  busi- 
ness of  the  foreign  woman  ?" 

"  One  of  grief,  Lady,"  said  the  little  girl 
bending.  "  She  prayed  thee  by  the  mutual 
tie  of  womanhood — by  thy  maiden  purity  and 
thy  Priestess'  faith — by  thy  love  of  virtue — 
thy  sympathy — thy  pity."  These  were  her 
words.  This  was  all  that  she  could  say. 
'  The  purport  of  her  coming,'  she  added,  "  could 
be  made  known  only  to  thee.  She  bade  thee 
have  no  fear." 

"  Fear  !"  repeated  Nitocris  half  haughtily  ; 
then  checking  herself  she  continued  in  a 
gentler  tone.  "  Take  her  to  the  shaded 
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bower  in  the  garden  of  the  fountain.  I  will 
meet  her  there." 

And,  Nitocris,  actuated  by  her  own  sweet 
noble  heart,  passed  through  a  small  pas- 
sage which  connected  her  own  private 
chamber  with  the  garden,  and  took  her 
way  towards  a  green  path,  which  the 
graceful  palm-tree  shaded,  and  the  flowers  of 
the  sweet  Nilotica  perfumed.  In  the  midst 
was  a  tank  or  fountain,  covered  with  lotus- 
buds  and  the  papyrus  plant ;  and  by  the  side 
of  this  was  a  small  bower,  formed  of  the  inter- 
laced boughs  of  the  white  acacia-tree.  Seat- 
ing herself  by  the  water's  edge,  on  the  low, 
and  broad  marble  wall  which  hemmed  in  the 
bright  waves,  the  Princess  awaited  the  arrival 
of  the  stranger.  She  had  not  remained  there 
long,  when  the  figure  of  a  female  was  seen 
hurrying  down  the  grassy  walk,  with  eager 
though  feeble  steps. 

As  she  approached,  the  pace  of  the  woman 
became  a  staggering  run,  while  her  gestures 
grew  yet  more  wild.  Nitocris  instinctively 
rose  to  support  her,  for  this  was  an  unnatural 
effort,  which  must  soon  give  way  before  its 
own  energy.  And,  in  truth,  as  the  last  step 
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was  gained,  the  poor,  worn,  petitioner  uttered  a 
deep  groan,  and  fell  lifeless  at  the  feet  of  the 
Egyptian.  She  had  borne  up  bravely  while 
she  was  able ;  but,  weakened  by  sickness,  and 
harassed  by  many  a  sorrow  and  care,  her 
strength  and  consciousness  at  last  forsook 
her. 

There  was  something  which  spoke  of  great 
beauty  in  the  fainting  face.     Now  that  inani- 
mation had  deprived  it  of  its  painful  lines  of 
wildness  and  of  passion,  there  was   a  melan- 
choly sweetness  in  the  furrowed  brow,  and  an 
expression  of  softened   grief  round   the   pale 
lips,  which  appealed  irresistibly  to  the  heart. 
She  bore  the  marks  of  intense  suffering ;  and 
this,  of  itself,  can  win  a  way  for  sympathy. 
Surely,  pity   and    gentle    sympathy   are   not 
gems  too  precious  for  one  living  heart  to  grant 
to  its  suffering  fellow  !     Surely,   when   fate 
hath  done  her  deadly  deed  of  vengeance,  man 
may  not  add  thereto  ! — when  the  blow  hath 
felled  the  strong  warrior  to  the   earth,  shall 
every  puny  child  insult  the   prostrate  hero  ? 
Would  it  not   be  better  to  succour   and  to 
soothe  ? — to  bind  up  the  blistering  wounds — 
to  offer  the  parched  lips  the  cooling  water  ? 
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And  the  wounds  of  the  heart  are  harder  to 
bear  than  a  petty  skin-scratch  of  the 
flesh! 

And  Nitocris  bent  over  the  woman  with  the 
tenderest  anxiety.  Had  it  been  her  own  sweet 
mother  lying  there,  she  had  not  knelt  more 
dutifully  solicitous,  nor  been  more  fondly 
busied. 

*  At  last  the  woman  sighed,  and  opened 
her  eyes  with  a  wild  stare,  unconscious 
of  her  place,  and  of  her  gentle  nurse. 
But  soon  reason  returned,  and  with  it 
the  remembrance  of  her  intention  in  thus 
visiting  the  Egyptian  Princess.  And  with 
this  remembrance  what  pain  and  anguish 
awoke  ! 

There  are  moments — brief,  fleeting  mo- 
ments— whose  hasty  flight  scarce  seems  to 
weave  a  link  in  Time's  great  chain,  so  small 
and  so  minute  the  threads  ;  and  yet  these 
little  seconds  contain  within  their  narrow 
cells  whole  years  of  anguish,  or  ages  of  de- 
light. Like  a  lightning  flash  the  thought  may 
pass.  It  may  have  glanced  swiftly  over  the 
brain — so  swiftly,  that  the  bystander,  calm, 
and  cool,  and  passionless  as  he  is,  may  not  have 
been  conscious  of  its  existence.  He  did  not 
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feel.     But  does    the  heart   which   does   thus 
feel,  name  that  moment  swift  ?     Are  the  pas- 
sions which  it  has  engendered,  transient  ?...the 
effects  soon  effaced  ?     The  volcano  whose  birth 
has  rent  the  mountain  asunder — it  may  be  the 
work  of  a  moment ;  but  its  work  endures  for 
ever !    Not  an  instant's  space,  and  the  rock  stood 
firm  and  unshaken  in  its  eternal  bed,  where  it 
had  reposed  from  The  Beginning.     The  instant 
has  fled  ;  and  its  fragments  are  strewed  on  the 
plain.     The   mountain  is    rent ;   the   volcano 
hath    burst   forth.     The   passion  which   hath 
risen  in  the  heart  may  pass  with  the  thought ; 
but  the  scar  which  it   hath  left  will  never  be 
blotted  out  for  all  the  tears   of  after-sorrow, 
nor  its   seared  blackness  effaced  for  all    the 
verdure    of   its    joy  I      Aye  !  there    are,   in- 
deed, brief  seconds  in  which  ages  of  thought, 
and    suffering,   and    crime,   sweep    over    the 
soul,  and  burn  it  to  the   innermost  core — so 
deep,  that    even    Death    cannot   whiten    the 
stain  ! 

And  such  a  moment  now  broke  over  the 
spirit  of  the  Arab  woman,  Areia,  as  she  slowly 
roused  herself  from  her  trance,  and  looked 
into  the  face  of  Nitocris.  She  lay  there, 


THE     EGYPTIAN.  359 

tended   by  a   stranger   to  her  land  and  her 
Gods — she  herself  a  stranger  in  that  morning 
air.     A  woman's  hands  succoured,  and  a  wo- 
man's voice  soothed,  her ;  but  it  was  not  the 
touch   nor  the    word  of    her    to   whom    be- 
longed this  place — it  was  not  the  caress  of  Ly- 
sinoe.     She  saw  a  pale,  pure,  noble  brow  bend- 
ing   over   her — was    her    daughter's    sullied? 
She  looked   into  the  depths  of  those  fearless 
eyes — must  her  child's   sink  to   the   ground, 
through    shame,  or    through   passion  ?     Her 
hand  was  in  the   cool   hand  of  the  Princess 
— would  Lysinoe's,  to  her  mother's  touch,  feel 
polluted   from  the    grasp    of   some  Lord  of 
Egypt   who    had    stolen    a    timid    flower   of 
the  desert,   to  plant    it  beside   the   flaunting 
weeds  of  the  Nile  ?     Could  she  lie  there,  thus 
carefully  tended  by  an  Egyptian  maiden,  when, 
even    now    perhaps,  her    child   crouched    at 
the  feet   of  her  Egyptian  master.    Must  she 
perforce   be   obliged    to    admire,    and    reve- 
rence, the  high   purity  of  the  foreign   maid, 
while    her    mind    painted     the     degradation 
of  her  own  ?      Would  that  this  thought  had, 
in    reality,   contained  the   madness  which   it 
threatened ! 
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She  fiercely  flung  off  the  arm  of  Nitocris, 
and  rose  from  the  ground.  But  her  failing 
limbs  and  drooping  head  too  plainly  showed 
her  weakness.  Nitocris  took  her  arm,  and 
gently  led  her  towards  the  seat.  "  Thou  art 
weak,  my  poor  mother !  Thou  must  rest  thee 
ere  thou  speak." 

"  And  were  they  my  death  words,  they  must 
be  spoken   now,"  gasped  the  woman  convul-' 
sively. 

"At  the  least,  in  repose  of  limb,"  urged 
the  princess,  with  a  gentle  force  placing  her 
into  the  acacia  bower.  "  And  now  for  thy 
tale!"  she  added,  after  a  short  silence. 

"My  tale!"  repeated  the  Arab.  "  Oh  !  a 
fearful  and  a  blood-stained  tale  is  mine !  One, 
maiden,  that  will  make  thy  young  heart  shrink, 
and  thy  pale  brow  flush  with  dread  and  shame 
together.  (One  that  will  make  thee  curse  thy 
birthland,  and  the  home  of  thy  fathers  I  Nay  I 
it  is  scarce  a  tale  for  thee  I  Thou  art  too 
pure  to  hear  of  such  a  deed !" 

"Are  they  wrongs  which  I  can  redress  ?" 
asked  the  Princess,  kindly,  "  And  if  they  be, 
let  the  punishment  fall  on  the  noblest  of  the 
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land,  thou  shalt  have  thy  measure  of  justice. 
Tell  me  thy  wishes :  what  wouldst  thou  ?" 

"  Vengeance,  maiden !" 

rt  Not  reparation  ?" 

"  Reparation  !"  laughed  Areia  bitterly. 
"  Go,  pluck  yon  lotus-bud — tear  open  its 
leaves — scatter  its  scents  on  the  hot  air — let 
the  worm  track  his  slimy  way,  and  the  locust 
leave  his  scarred  mark  upon  its  petals— tread 
them  in  the  dust—  sully — bruise — break — and 
then  speak  of  staying  the  evil !  Aye !  the  poor 
bud — the  worm  hath  passed  over  it,  and  the 
locust  hath  devoured  it,  and  its  beauty  and 
value  have  gone—  they  have  perished  like  the 
morning's  dew  in  noontide !  The  rude  foot 
hath  trodden,  and  the  treasure  is  crushed.  Of 
what  price  are  its  fragments?" 

"  Explain  thy  words,  O  my  mother !" 
said  Nitocris  ;  "  thy  meaning  !" 

"  Thou  wouldst  their  explanation?"  cried 
Areia,  in  a  loud  excited,  voice.  "  Behold  it, 
Nitocris  of  Memphis !  Listen,  thou  daughter 
of  the  Temple,  to  the  deeds  done  within  the 
Temple.  My  child — my  only  living  child — 
she  was  torn  from  me  by  thy  soldiery.  The 
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army  of  Psammetichus  the  Hermotybie  —why 
dost  thou  start  ? — came  upon  our  desert  island. 
They  slew  our  sons  and  took  our  daughters 
captive;  our  poor  tents  they  tore  open,  and 
rifled  them  of  their  chiefest  treasures.  My 
babe  was  their  prize.  They  forced  her 
from  these  arms  which  strove  to  guard  her 
maidenly  beauty,  just  bursting  as  it  was  into 
perfectness,  from  the  lawless  warrior.  In  vain 
she  became  the  slave  of  Psammetichus.  She 
was  young — she  was  lovely  —  beautiful  as 
her  father,  Edvvy  the  Beloved.  The  noble . 
was  a  man — youthful  also — warm — flushed  with 
conquest — holding  a  bright  maiden  as  his  very 
own — his  captive  for  whom  no  voice  might  be 
raised.  Lo  !  thou  art  sick,  lady  ?" 

"  A  passing  faintness,"  said  Nitocris,  raising 
her  hand  to  her  forehead.  "It  hath  gone," 
she  added,  more  firmly.  "  Continue  thy 
tale  !" 

"I  had  followed  mine  enemy  earlier,"  re- 
sumed Areia;  "  but  the  brave  spearmen 
wounded  me — me,  a  weak  woman — and  they 
left  me  for  dead  upon  the  sand.  And  sick- 
ness overcame  me,  and  I  lay  lost  to  life  for 
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long  moons  after  I  had  been  bereft  of  my  child. 
But,  by  the  blessing  of  the  kind  Ormuzd,  I 
conquered  my  foe,  and  stood  up  strong  and 
healed.  I  journeyed  to  Egypt.  I  crossed  the 
deserts,  alone  and  on  foot.  I  passed  the  surg- 
ing sea  through  storm  and  through  tempest. 
I  landed  at  Myoshormos,  and  my  foot  knew  no 
rest,  imtil  it  trod  the  gateway  of  the  noble's 
palace  in  Memphis.  I  met  him ;  I  confronted 
him ;  I  demanded  my  child.  Tears  were  in  the 
brave  man's  eyes.  He  had  loved  her." 

"  Loved  her !"  muttered  Nitocris,  with  qui- 
vering lips. 

"  Even  so,  Lady !  Gentile  and  Barba- 
rian, though  ye  uncourteously  name  her! 
And  she  had  loved  him.  He  had  fostered 
and  protected  her,  and  would  have  restored 
her  to  me,  but  in  the  night  time  she  was 
stolen  from  him,  and  her  place  was  hidden 
from  his  view.  His  heart  was  sorrowed ;  he 
grieved  for  his  gentle  prisoner  ;  he  mourned 
for  the  bright-haired  sharer  of  his  lonely 
hours.  He  sought  her,  but  in  vain.  The  fold 
had  been  broken,  and  the  young  lamb  was  the 
prey  of  the  ravenous  wolf.  And  while  he 
told  me,  and  while  my  heart  believed  her  dead 

and  would  that  she  were  now  dead  at  my 
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life's  blood — that  the  tiger  had  torn  her  flesh — 
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would  that  the  black  waves  of  the  angry  ocean 
had  received  her,  rather  than  that  her  foot 
should  have  crossed  the  Valley  of  the  Nile  ! 
but  while  I  thus  mourned  her,  I  was  told  her 
fate.  A  Priest,  maiden!. ..a  Hierophant...a 
Pontiff.. .a  Holy  man. ..he,  it  was,  who  stole 
the  captive  from  the  gentle  guardianship  of 
the  man  of  war,  to  place  her  like  a  shat- 
tered jewel  round  his  neck.  I  know  not  his 
name  ;  I  know  not  his  place,  further  than  that 
he  is  a  Hierophant  of  Thebes — a  god-man  of 
the  City  of  Egypt's  greatest  God  !  And 
this  is  thine  Egyptian  faith  ?  These  thine 
Egyptian  revealers  and  declarers  of  that  faith  ? 
Maiden!  the  humble  worship  of  the  Sabsean 
is  holier  than  thine,  for  all  that  thou  canst 
number  wisdom  and  grandeur  as  the  two 
columns  of  thy  Holy  Place  !  The  Temple 
may  be  noble-looking... but  if  its  ministers 
are  base  and  sinful  ...  monsters  of  vice." 

"  Hush !  hush !  I  may  not  listen  to 
such  blasphemy,"  interrupted  Nitocris.  "I, 
too,  am  a  priestess  o  this  faith.  Thy  lot 
hath  given  thee  sorr  vs  ;  add  not  impiety 
to  them.  Thy  child  shall  be  restored  to 
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thee  ;  thy  wron.:*.*  shall  be  repaired. 
metichus,  if  he  love  the  maid..."  and  here 
her  voice  trembled,  for  all  lier  efforts  to 
appear  unmoved  ;  "  if  he  love  her,  let  him 
prove  it.  by  taking  her  to  his  heart,  and  grant- 
ing her  the  name  of  wife." 

"  And  such  he  would  have  done  I"  said 
Areia,  impetuously.  "  He  would  have  made  her 
his  own,  had  she  been  longer  time  his  inmate. 
But  now  ;  would  the  hnughty  Noble  of  Miz- 
raim  wed  with  the  cast-off  plaything  of  ano- 
ther ?  O  maiden  !  then,  can  the  wrongs  of  the 
mother  and  the  child  be  redressed  by  aught 
but  vengeance  ?  —  aye  !  and  a  bloody  vengeance  ! 
Can  pity  soothe  the  pain  which  is  only  to  be 
stilled  with  blood  ?" 

"  Psammetichus  must  nvensre  ye  !"  replied  the 
Princess  with  difficulty.  "  He  is  your  friend  ; 
let  him  prove  his  friendship  !" 

"  He  will  !  He  will  !  He  hath  sworn  it  !  But 
alas  !  hath  he  not  departed  ?  Is  he  not  now 
combating  before  the  walls  of  Peluaium  ? 
May  he  not,  even  now,  be  lying  bleeding  and 
dead  ?  And  if  he  fall,  to  whom  can  the  wretched 
Areia  go?" 

"  Oh  !  spare  thy  picture  !"  cried  Nitocris, 
wildly. 
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"  Thy  cheek  is  pale,  Lady :  thy  lips  quiver. 
Why  this  agitation?" 

"My  father  is  with  the  fighters,"  she  said, 
with  pain  repressing  her  tears. 

"  And  him,  his  guards  will  defend." 

"  Then  thou  mayst  sue  for  his  protection," 
returned  Nitocris,  becoming  calmer. 

"  He  is  a  priest,  maiden,"  Areia  answered, 
gloomily  and  with  significant  emphasis. 

"  And  a  just  man,  Arab." 

"  That  may  be ;  and  yet  he  loves  the  Tem- 
ple of  the  Gods  more  than  the  breast-plate  of 
Justice ;  and  he  would  sacrifice  at  the  altar  of 
his  pigmy  deity  more  gladly  than  at  that  of 
Universal  Right,  and  Love." 

"Thou  art  bold  in  thy  speech,  woman," 
cried  the  Princess,  with  a  flush  of  holy  indig- 
nation. "  The  worship  of  the  God  of  Fire 
includes  that  of  every  other  virtue,  and  every 
other  Deity.  Thou  must  measure  thy  words 
more  discreetly,  if  thou  wouldst  hold  me  as  thy 
friend;  for  once  again,  I  tell  thee,  even  for 
pity's  sake  I  may  not  listen  to  blas- 
phemy 1" 

"  Thou  art  right !— thou  art  right !"  cried  the 
Arab  reverently,  and  lowering  her  eyes.  "  It 
is  an  unholy  thing  to  speak  evil  of  any  God  to 
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his  worshipper.  Wilt  thou  pardon  me,  sweet 
Lady  ?  Oh  !  thy  calm  heart  never  knew  the  pas- 
sions which  have  rent  mine  asunder.  The  bride 
of  the  fair-haired  stranger; — the  happy  mother 
of  two  laughing  babes; — then  bereft  of  one, 
the  elder, — the  boy :  the  brave  child  of  his 
mother,  whose  dark  brow  and  glistening  eye 
spoke  nothing  of  his  stranger  sire,— he  was 
stolen  from  me.  A  wild  beast  slew  him,  or 
man,  more  savage  than  the  tameless  brute,  tore 
him  away  while  sleeping  in  his  leafy  bed.  The 
babe  then  at  my  breast, — the  maiden  child, — 
was  left;  and  I  strove  to  dream  of  her 
alone,  and  I  strove  to  forget  my  first-born. 
And  I  smiled  and  laughed  yet,  for  was  I  not 
in  the  arms  of  Edwy  ?  A  few  moons  had 
been  born  in  the  sky,  and,  like  my  joy,  they 
had  waxed,  waned,  and  fled,  when  my  husband, 
he  too  left  me  without  word  or  sigh  of  fare- 
well." 

"  Alas  !"  sighed  Nitocris. 

"Ah!"  cried  Areia,  with  a  long  sad  cry. 
"He  had  wearied  of  his  Arab  bride;— her 
caresses  had  palled  upon  him ; — her  love  had 
sated  him.  He  forsook  her  ;  and  nought  now 
was  left  to  Areia,  save  her  infant  maid.  And 
after  long  years, — after  sixteen  bright  summers 
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had  shed  their  graces  over  her, — after  she  had 
bloomed  and  blossomed  by  my  side, — the  sole 
thing  whose  angel's  voice  could  calm  the  fiery 
soul  of  the  once  meek  Areia,...the  sole  thing 
whose  touch  could  still  its  wild  passions — after 
she  had  nigh  reconciled  me  with  life  for  her 
sake,  —  then  of  her,  too,  was  I  deprived.  And 
lo !  her  fate  id  worse  than  that  of  all !  And 
have  I  not  cause  to  weep,  maiden?  Were 
every  tear  a  drop  of  mine  enemy's  blood,  could 
they  wash  out  my  wrongs  ?  Oh !  bitterly  have 
the  Star-Gods  punished  me  for  my  sins ! 
— bitterly !— bitterly!"  and  the  Arab  hid  her 
face  in  her  hands,  and  wept. 

"  And  if  thy  sins  are  punished  here, — and  if 
thou  hast  repented  of  them,"  said  the  soft  voice 
of  Nitocris ;  "  perchance,  hereafter,  thou  mayst 
escape  the  condemnatory  misery  of  the  Great 
Age." 

4 'Oh!  I  have  been  punished  fearfully, 
sternly!"  moaned  the  woman.  "But  my 
crimes  were  many  and  great,  and  Onnuzd  hath 
uot  recompensed  me  too  severely,"'  she  added, 
with  that  heart-broken  penitence,  which  only 
adds  fresh  misery  of  its  own  to  the  sick 
soul. 
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**  Thy  crimes  many  ?  Surely  thou  hast  con- 
demned thyself  over  harshly,  and  given  thy 
deeds  too  stern  a  name  ?  Sins,  and  transgres- 
sions, and  a  woman's  follies— all  these  but 
not  crimes!" 

"  How  callest  thou  treachery,  falsehood, 
disobedience  to  my  father,  desertion  of  my 
noblest  principles,  unlawful  marriage  with 
one  stranger,  when  my  hand  was  plighted 
to  another?  How  callest  thcu  the  yielding 
to  pride,  and  vanity,  and  passion?" 

"  And  these  thy   deeds  ?'' 

"  These  my  deeds.  I  was  betrothed  to  one, 
— a  foreigner, — a  man  from  the  Western 
Isles;  I  was  but  a  child,  and  his  manhood 
was  more  than  ripe.  He  was  unlovely  in  ex- 
terior,— riay,  he  was  revolting ;  but  of  temper 
so  gentle,  so  unselfish,  so  tender,  aad  of  wis- 
dom so  wonderful,  that  he  could  have  made 
himself  beloved  by  any  but  the  cold  and 
vain  Areia.  Yet  I  dreamt  that  I  loved  him. 
I  mistook  gratitude  for  passion,  and  reverence 
for  love.  Ignorant  of  nay  own  half  awakened 
feelings,  and  longing,  with  all  the  young  heart's 
earnestness  ,for  some  fit  object  for  its  affections, 
I  believed  that  I  had  found  all  which  1  had 
R  5 
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sought  in  him.  And  I  believed  myself  strong, 
and  afcle  to  subdue  the  repugnance  of 
Sense,  while  I  clung  only  to  the  beauty  of  his 
virtues.  His  very  soul  was  in  my  keeping, 
and  I  swore  to  guard  the  treasure  well.  I 
swore, — and  how  did  I  fulfil !" 

Here  the  woman  flung  herself  on  the  ground, 
weeping  loudly,  and  shuddering  as  if  her  very 
life  would  part. 

<c  I  must  end,  now  that  I  have  began !"  she 
cried  starting  up,  with  her  hands  pressed 
against  her  bosom,  her  eyes,  fixed  hard  upon 
Nitocris,  and  her  pale  lips  parched  and 
stiff.  "  The  brother  of  him  to  whom  I  had 
betrothed  myself,  came  to  my  father  on  matters 
of  mysterious  import.  He  was  young, — of  my 
own  age, — and  beautiful  as  an  incarnation  of 
the  God  of  the  Desert-Star.  He  was  wise,  too, 
and  his  voice  was  sweet  as  the  leafy  waves  of 
our  Green  Island.  He  treated  me  with  that 
dangerous  kindness  of  affection,  dignity,  and 
protection.  He  honored  while  he  ruled  me. 
Canst  thou  wonder  if  my  heart,  young  and 
fickle,  tore  away  its  selt-deluding  love  from  the 
unlovely,  to  cast  it  all  at  the  feet  of  one 
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whose  loveliness  was  nigh  superhuman, — whose 
grace  was  nigh  a  virtue  ?  Even  thou,  Princess 
of  Egypt  as  thou  art,  must  have  loved  that 
Priest  of  the  Ocean-Isle !  He  flattered,  but 
he  betrayed.  He  knew  that  my  vows  were 
given; — he  knew  that  it  was  no  longer  lawful 
to  touch  my  garment's  hem, — and  yet  he 
boldly  spoke  of  love,  and  urged  me  to  become 
his." 

*'And  thou  didst  consent?  Oh!  frail  and 
sinful!"  exclaimed  Nitocris. 

"I  foretold  this  abhorrence,"  replied  the 
Arab  with  a  bitter  laugh,  "what  woman  will 
excuse  her  sister's  frailty  ?  Aye,  maiden  of 
the  Nile,  my  virtue  failed  me,  and  I  became 
his  wife,  if  wife  she  may  be  called,  whose 
marriage,  her  father  and  her  Gods  condemn. 
I  fled  with  him  in  the  moonlight ;  our  path 
was  through  the  wide  desert.  He  loved  me 
then." 

"  Thou  hast  suffered  much,  and  thou  hast 
sinned  much,"  said  Nitocris  gravely.  "  And  the 
betrayed  heart, — the  deceived  and  wrecked—?" 

"Oh!  would  that  I  could  tell  thee  of  a 
happier  lot  for  that  brave  heart !  I  looked  on 


372  AZETH  : 

his  brow  but  once  after.  He  had  tracked  our 
way,  and  he  confronted  uae.  His  eyes  met 
mine.  He  cursed  me.  He  bade  rne  think  on  him 
when  sorrows  gathered  thick  upon  me; — he  bade 
me  weep  for  him,  when  I  wept  for  myself,  my 
mate,  and  my  children.  He  told  me  that  the  day 
should  rise  when  he  would  meet  me  in  misery, 
— when  I  would  kneel  at  his  feet, — he, 
honored  and  respected, — I,  abject  and  despised. 
And  this  has  come  to  pass.  And  I  have  thus 
knelt  at  his  feet." 

"  Cannot  he  restore  thee  thy  child  ?"  asked 
Nitocris,  suddenly. 

"  My  child !"  cried  Areia,  starting.  "  Ah ! 
guilty  mother,  to  allow  selfish  regrets  to 
darken  thy  memory  of  her!  True,... my  child  ; 
I  had  forgotten,"  and  she  passed  her  hand  over 
her  forehead. 

"  He  will  bring  her  back  to  thee  ?"  said  the 
Egyptian  gently. 

**  He  hath  sworn  it.  But  is  absent  at  the 
Great  City  and  my  heart  sinks  within  me. 
My  child  is  in  the  house  of  a  priest;  his 
name  I  cannot  tell.  He  is  a  bold, 
wicked  man,  whose  outward  deeds  are 


THE   EGYPTIAN.  373 

fairer  than  his  secret  ones.  He  is  a  man  for 
whom  any  mother  would  tremble,  did  she 
know  that  her  daughter  was  within  his 
grasp.  There  are  many  such  in  Egypt, 
Lady!" 

"This  matter  must  be  seen  into,"  said 
Nitocris,  not  noticing  the  last  remark.  "  Crime 
must  not  stalk  abroad  unpunished,  even  though 
it  shelter  itself  within  the  Sanctuary/' 

"  But  who,  amongst  ye  all,  will  dare  to 
avenge  the  Gentile  stranger,  against  theEgyp- 
tian  Pontiff  ?  Are  not  the  blackest  sins  of  the 
one  more  pure  than  the  virtue  of  the  other  ? 
Your  priest  are  as  Gods ;  and  the  Gods  can 
do  no  evil  even  if  they  break  their  own 
laws  !" 

"  Thou  art  learned  in  Egyptian  theo- 
logy," Nitocris  answered  shortly.  "With  so 
much  knowledge,  it  is  useless  to  attempt  thine 
enlightenment  1" 

"  Kay,  nay  forgive  ine  sweet  maiden  !  Grief 
hath  almost  made  me  mad  !  Canst  thou  not 
pity  and  forgive  ?" 

"  Thy  child,  thou  sayest,  was  unlawfully 
stolen  from  —  from  her  master  —  Psammeti- 
chus?" 


374  AZETH  : 

And  the  Princess  turned  to  a  deathly  pallor, 
as  she  pronounced  this  name. 

"From  Psammetichus  the  Noble." 

"  Then  to  him  thou  must  look." 

"  In  patient  expectation  of  his  return  from 
Pelusium ! — in  patient  hop  e  that  he  will  not  be 
slain  there !  Nay,  Lady  ,  the  heart  of  Areia 
hath  not  the  power  of  such  meek  endurance ! 
She  must  possess,  not  hope  !" 

"Slain  at  Pelusium,  woman,"  cried  the 
Princess  hastily.  "  His  brow  is  sacred  !  The 
Assyrian  dare  not  smite  him  !" 

"  Dare  not  a  soldier  smite — ha !  even 
women  and  babes,  and  the  very  Forma  of 
their  Gods  ?  And  what  brow,  how 
proud  and  sacred  soever  will  they  res- 
pect ?  Not  from  an  Anointed  Monarch... 
not  from  a  thrice  holy  Priest  ...  will  they 
turn  aside  their  spears ;  still  less  from  a 
noble,  be  he  of  the  noblest !  My  father 
was  slain  ;  and  he  was  the  Chief  of  his 
Tribe.  To  the  Arab,  he  was  sacred  as 
thy  priest-king  sire.  But  I  weep  not  for 
his  death — for  it  was  glorious.  And  I  had 
rather  stand  by  the  grave  of  honor,  than 
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crouch  by  the  living  form  of  a  face,  over 
whom  hung  disgrace.  My  father  dead — my 
child  alive  ;  ah  I  the  grave  hath  not  closed  over 
the  greatest  grief !" 

"Thy  daughter— thy  fair  maiden — the  be- 
loved of  Psammetichus — what  can  the  Princess 
of  Mizraim  do  for  her  welfare  ?"  asked  Nitocris 
sadly. 

"  Save  her  from  the  hands  of  that  fearful 
Priest." 

"  It  may  be  that  no  priest  hath  thy'maiden 
in  bondage,"  said  Nitocris  ;  u  it  must  be  so  !" 
she  continued,  warming  with  holy  zeal ;  "  I 
should  be  guilty  were  I  to  think  otherwise." 

"Aye!  there  speaks  the  Egyptian  pride !" 
exclaimed  Areia,  passionately.  "  Who  dreams 
that  sin  can  touch  the  sons  of  the  Pure  Land  ? 
Who  believes  that  Priests  are  men,  and 
to  be  stirred  to  love  by  a  beautiful  maid? 
Thou  wilt  not  aid  me ;  thou  wilt  hardly  dis- 
honor thine  own  for  me  !  Thou  thyself  art  a 
priestess  ;  why  should  I  have  looked  on  thee  as 
a  woman?" 

"  My  mistress !  My  sweet  mistress !  have  I 
then  found  thee  !"  cried  Taia,  rushing  in  be- 
tween the  Princess  and  the  Arab.  "  The  heart 
of  thy  Taia  has  been  sad!"  she  added,  half 


376  AZETH  : 

laughing  through  her  sobs ;  "  for  I  have 
sought  thee  long  in  vain ;  and  the  Evil  Omen 
whispered  to  me  that  some  mischance  had  be- 
fallen thee.  Thou  hast  never  before  left  me 
thus,  without  some  news  of  thy  place.  Why 
hast  thou  done  so  to-day  ?  And  yet,  I  am 
too  bold  to  question  thee  so  closely  !  But 
it  is  love  which  speaks,  sweet  lady,  not  curio- 
sity!" 

rf  Thou  foolish  child  !  say,  rather,  why  hast 
thou  allowed  thy  fears  to  cloud  thy  better 
judgment  ?  There  was  no  cause  for  dread ; 
what  occasion  didst  thou  find?" 

"  None,  Lady  —  but  thy  sudden  absence 
was  so  strange,  that  it  might  almost  war- 
rant— " 

"  Who  is  this  foolish  babbler?"  interrupted  the 
Arab,  harshly.  "  Why  has  she  come  between 
us,  maiden  ?  I  pray  thee  to  dismiss  her ;  she 
hath  marred  the  quiet  of  our  meeting.  She  is 
unwelcome." 

Taia  opened  her  eyes,  in  unfeigned  astonish- 
ment on  the  bold  speaker.  Accustomed,  as 
she  was,  to  a  respect  from  the  Maidens  of 
the  Train  only  inferior  to  that  paid  to  Nitocris 
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herself,  she  could  scarcely  listen  with  much 
patience  to  an  intruder's  censure  of  her  right- 
ful presence. 

Nitocris  foresaw  the  petulant  reply  and 
answered  hurriedly  : 

"  Dear  Taia,  thou  must  leave  me  now,  for 
I  have  business  with  this  stranger.  Nay,  never 
open  thine  eyes  so  wonderingly  !  My  words 
are  meant  to  be  obeyed." 

"  Thou  ?  —  in  the  still,  distant,  gar- 
den, away  from  the  guarding  walls  of  the  Pa- 
lace, alone,  uncompanioned  by  even  one  of  the 
attendants  on  thy  person — thus  wilt  thou  give 
audience  to  a  barbarian  ?" 

"  The  mode  is  indifferent  to  thee." 

"  Thou  art  surely  the  mistress!"  said  Taia 
bending. 

"  But  even  as  the  mistress — as  Pallacide — 
Princess — Priestess — thou  mayst  not  offend 
against  the  laws  of  the  Egyptian's  dacorum, 
conventional  though  they  be ;"  and  as  these 
words  were  spoken  in  a  rich  voice,  a  tall, 
dark,  man  in  the  simple  garb  of  a  Priest  — 
a  white  calasiris  and  plain  byblus  sandals  —is- 
sued from  the  thicket  which  separated  the 
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walk  from  the  open  space  of  the  fruit  trees, 
and  stood  amongst  the   women.     A  smile   of 
disdain   was  on  his   dark   face,   and   a  flush, 
as    of   irritation,  burnt   on    his   cheek.      He 
made     a    few     steps     forward,     his     chest 
heaving    with     strong     emotion,     and      then 
stood  surveying  the  group  before  him.     And 
three   more   dissimilar    of    earth's    daughters 
surely   never    congregated    together    on    the 
greensward !     The  calm,  haughty,  and  refined 
bearing    of   Nitocris — that    stamp    of   high- 
breeding,  and  elevated  thought,  and  careful 
nurture,  which  she   wore,   rendering  her   so 
marked  above  her  companions — the  Arab,  all 
fire,    passion,   suffering,    and    energy,   like   a 
beautiful   column   broken   at    its  capital  and 
half  buried  in  rank  weeds — and  Taia's  sweet 
young  face  peeping  in  between,  with  the  shy 
beauty  of   a   rose-bud    struggling    into    the 
daylight — all  made  up  a  picture  of  exceeding 
and  surpassing   loveliness.     Even  the  Priest 
was    moved.     But  how,  and  why,  and  what 
were  the  feelings  which  these  women  awoke 
within  him,  they  themselves  had  best  be  ig- 
norant of. 

"  My    father*!   welcome !"    exclaimed    Ni- 
tocris rising    and   bowing    reverently  to  the 
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Holy  Man.  "  Thy  place  in  Memphis  has 
been  long  deserted !  We  may  not  envy  the 
City  of  a  Hundred  Grates  her  peculiar  privi- 
lege, yet  would  we  repine  for  aught  of  her 
prosperity,  part  of  our  lamentations  would  be 
for  her  possession  of  Amasis,  Hierophant  of 
Amun." 

"  A  sweet  welcome,  sweetly  uttered ;"  said 
Amasis,  kissing  her  hand  with  more  of  gal- 
lantry than  the  Priest's  fatherly  love  war- 
ranted. 

"  Nay ;  it  is  the  subject  which  gives  worth 
to  the  words  ;"  she  answered  smiling  ;  "  as 
it  is  the  dedication  which  imparts  sanctity  to 
the  Temple." 

"  And  this  gay  child,  and  yon  strange 
intruder,"  and  here  the  Priest's  voice 
had  a  bitter  accent ;  what  do  ye  all  in  this 
leafy  council  chamber  ?  The  Gentile, 
bears  the  marks  of  unhallowed  passions  on 
her  brow.  Such  should  not  trouble  thy  pure 
atmosphere.  Priestess  of  Isis,  thy  every  word, 
look,  and  gest,  should  be  calm  and  holy  ;  how 
much  more  the  living  souls  which  send  their 
breath  around  thee!" 
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"  The  child  is  my  tire-inaid,  vain  and  way- 
ward, but  true.  The  stranger  is  unfortunate — 
a  sinner  struck  to  the  death  \\ith  the  punish- 
ment for  her  sins — a  mother  mourning  for 
her  child — sorrowing  that  she  is  not  dead." 

"  Take  heed,  woman  t"  exclaimed  Amasis 
still  more  severely,  and  addressing  the 
Arab,  t(  take  heed  lest  this  mourning  be 
impatience  against  the  jusl  decree  of  the 
Gods.  The  sinner  must  be  puaisheJ.  Thy 
crimes  have  been  many  —  thy  looks  tells 
me  that  —  thy  star  hath  proclaimed  it  — 
and  therefore  must  thy  repentance  be 
sternly." 

Areia,  whose  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the 
Priest,  replied  very  slowly  and  deliberately ; 
u  The  avenues  of  the  heart  aie  hard  to 
defend  ;  their  entrance-gates  are  many,  -a*  1 
virtue  can  hardly  maintain  them  impregnable. 
Is  it  strange  if  a  weak  woman  yields,  and 
gives  place  to  sin  in  the  form  of  na- 
tural affection  ?  Judge  me  not  too  harshly, 
0  my  father  !  "We,  the  Gentiles  and  the  ig- 
norant, cannot  follow  the  path  of  your  high 
virtues.  Ye  are  Priests." 

"  Thou  hast  sorrows  to  tell  of,5>  interposed 
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Nitocris.  "Relate  them  to  the  Divine  Priest : 
he  can,  and  will,  soothe  thee.  Nay  more,  he 
will  succour." 

"  Thy  tale  ?"  Le  asked  with  an  indifferent 
accent. 

"  The  sins  of  a  Priest  of  Thebes,"  replied 
Areia  bitterly. 

*'  Ah  ?  darest  thou  thus  to  speak,  and  in  the 
presence  of  a  Theban  Hierophant,  and  in  the 
presence  of  an  I-iac  priestess  ?  Can  the  mi- 
nisters of  the  Temple  do  ill  ?  and  is  h  for 
an  unblessed  Arab  to  proclaim  or  believe  ? 
Thy  tale  must  be  one  of  marvels,  if  it 
impress  Amasis  with  aught  but  indig- 
nation !" 

"  These  were  my  words,  father,"  again  in- 
terposed the  Princess.  "  Thus  I  thought, 
and  thus  I  spoke,  until  she,  herself,  changed 
nfy  horror  for  her  impiety,  into  horror  for 
the  crime  of  Amun's  interpreter.  Listen  ; 
then  judge." 

"  If  thou  speakest  thus,  the  matter  must  be 
looked  to."  said  Amasis  with  an  nduoiring 
look.  "  The  judgment  and  piety  of  Nitocris 
of  Memphis  are  Egypt's  brightest  jewels. 
Come  with  me.wonjun  and  tell  me  all." 

"  The  Princess  hath  promised  me  her  aid," 
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Areia  cried,  a  strange  horror  seizing  her.   And 
she  clung  to  the  robe  of  Nitocris. 

"  Thou  must  obey  the  Pontiff,"  repeated 
Amasis  coldly. 

"  Aye,  thou  must  follow  the  Holy  Priest, 
my  poor  mother,"  said  Nitocris  with  a  compas- 
sionate air.  "  In  him  thou  hast  found  a  more 
able  protector  than  thou  wouldst  have  had  in 
me.  May,  the  Gods  watch  over  thee." 

"  I  had  rather  that  thou  wert  my  cham- 
pion," she  exclaimed.  lc  As  a  woman  thou 
wouldst  best  sympathize  with  the  woman's 
fears ;  as  a  virgin,  pure  and  stainless,  thou 
wouldst  best  avenge  the  virgin's  wrongs." 

"  Is  this  thy  gratitude?"  asked  Amasis 
sternly. 

"  Thou  art  committing  sin,"  said  Nitocris, 
with  her  grave  sweet  voice.  "  The  Hierophant 
is  the  Messenger  of  the  Gods.  He  is  holy,  thrice 
holy.  Amasis  is  of  the  Highest  Degree,  and 
his  knowledge  extends  beyond  the  temple  of 
the  earth.  His  soul  rests  among  the  stars.  He 
will  best  aid  thee." 

"  Nay  !  thou !  thou  !"  persisted  the  woman. 

Nitocris  waved  her  hand,  motioning  her  de- 
parture. 
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"  Wilt  thou  avenge  thy  child,  or  leave  her 
to  her  fate?"  asked  the  Priest  in  a  loud, 
haughty  voice. 

"  Lady  !  let  me  stay  with  thee !" 

"  I  await  thee,"  said  Amasis  calmly,  touch- 
ing her  arm. 

"  My  star  hath  set !"  sobbed  Areia  covering 
her  head  in  her  robe,  and  with  reluctant,  fal- 
tering steps  following  the  Priest  of  Amun, 
who,  with  his  lofty  brow,  and  majestic  mien, 
seemed  like  a  very  demigod  sprung  up  from 
the  tomb  of  the  Past,  to  redress  the  wrongs  of 
men.  Who  could  accuse  him  of  one  unworthy 
thought  ?...one  sin  of  passion? 

"  He  is  noble  !"  said  Nitocris,  as  she 
watched  his  retreating  figure.  "  See  how  he 
leads  the  fainting  woman  !"  she  continued. 
"  No  father  could  be  more  tender.  Oh ! 
Amasis  of  Thebes  is,  as  he  ought  to  be,  a  true 
father  to  the  weak — a  faithful  judge  of  the 
oppressed." 

"  He  hath  eyes  whose  glances  are  brighter 
than  the  flashes  of  the  crystal  spar,"  said  Taia 
with  warmth.  "  His  step  is  free  as  the  pace 
of  the  wild  mouflon,  his  lips  blush  like  the 
buds  of  the  half-opened  lily,  and  his  touch  is 
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soft   as  the  rich   tapestry  of   Sidon.      He   is 
lovely  as  Horus  incarnate." 

*'  Shame  on  thy  light-mindedness,  Taia ! 
Amasis  is  a  Priest  to  be  revered,  not  a  man 
on  whose  personal  graces  thou  mayst 
discant." 

"  A  wise  distinction,"  Taia  said  with  mock 
gravity.  "  I  beg  pardon  of  my  Lady.  I  grant 
thee,  Amasis  is  not  man  ;  he  feels  not  as  man ; 
he  gazes  not  at  young  and  fair  maidens  in  any 
other  mood,  than  were  he  gazing  at  the  jasper 
columns  of  his  Temple.  It  is  I,  and  I  alone, 
who  remembered  that  he  was  still  young,  or 
rather  in  the  very  zenith  of  his  manhood's 
power  and  beauty.  To  thee,  and  to  the 
world,  he  is  doubtless  but  as  a  spirit,  a  disem- 
bodied intelligence,  whose  nature  knows  not 
of  love.  He  is  a  Priest,  therefore  not  a 
man." 

"  I  know  not  the  temper  of  thy  words," 
said  Nitocris  turning  half  round,  and  fixing 
her  eyes  with  sternness  on  the  tiremaid.  "  I 
know  not  whether  penitence  or  folly  dictated 
them.  If  the  latter,  its  sin  be  on  thee ! 
And  now  retire.  I  need  thy  services  no  more 
for  the  present.  Nay,  cling  not  so  tightly 
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round  me,  and  weep  not  for  my  'chill  look. 
Thy  foolish  mind  must  be  awed,  and  thy 
levity  rebuked,  if  thou  wouldst  be,  at  all 
times,  the  favorite  of  Nitocris." 

And  weeping,  the  young  handmaid  went 
slowly  toward  the  palace. 

"  And  Psatnmetichus  loves  the  captive 
maid  I  That  fair,  beautiful,  girl  stolen  irom 
him — loving  him — praying  for  him  in  her  art- 
less tones,  in  the  moonlight,  and  at  sunrise — 
how  could  he  think  of  her  with  coldness? 
Poor  Nitocris!  how  hast  thou  deceived  thy- 
self I  Oh!  where  was  my  pride — where  my 
woman's  dignity,  when  my  arms  were  round 
him,  and  my  lips  pressed  against  his 
own  !  Alas  !  alas  !  Sorrow  is  the  god  of  this 
hour;  pain,  the  genius  of  the  planet  of  Nito- 
cris !"  such  were  the  thoughts  of  the  wretched 
Princess  as  she  turned  from  the  acacia  bower. 

In  the  second  court  through  which  she  must 
pass,  before  arriving  at  the  door  of  her  chamber, 
were  a  group  of  half-naked  men  gesticulating 
frantically.  Two  seemed  to  be  possessed  with 
all  a  prophet's  fury,  as  they  flung  their  bared 
arms  through  the  air,  and  writhed  their  bodies 
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like  men  inspired  by  the  mystic  spirit.  A 
third  was  Bitting  on  the  ground  in  deep 
dejection.  His  head  was  bent  upon  his 
breast,  and  his  limbs,  lifeless  and  unnerved, 
hung  loosely  together.  Over  him  crawled  a 
*arge  serpent,  which  licked,  but  did  not  sting, 
his  body.  Round  the  two,  whose  mad 
cries  filled  the  air  and  whose  painful  writhings 
bespoke  such  an  ecstasy  of  agony,  were 
twined  the  deadly  viper  of  the  pyramids,  the 
large,  hooded  snake,  end  the  horned  viper, 
sacred  at  Thebes  and  respected  throughout  all 
Egypt.  The  bright,  glistening,  green,  asp 
threaded  its  smooth  way  through  the  convo- 
lute folds  of  alL 

"  Ye  shall  yield  !  ye  shall  yield  !"  they  cried 
in  a  loud  voice,  but  one  whose  strained 
modulations  had  a  weird  melody.  "  By 
the  power  of  the  God  who  dwells  in  us, 
we  bid  ye  obey !  By  the  might  of  the  In- 
spired Spirit  we  charm  ye  from  your  fury,  and 
command  that  your  venom  hurt  us  not !  Un- 
twine your  folds ;  shut  np  the  poison  of  your 
lips ;  crouch  at  our  feet,  the  tamed  and  the 
conquered.  Off!  off!  ye  creatures  of  the 
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earth  !     Yield  to  the  men  blessed  by  the  Gods, 
and  caress  the  hand  ye  dare  not  sting!" 

While  the  two  men  thus  spoke,  the  third, 
suddenly  started  up,  and  tearing  the  reptile  off 
his  body,  flung  it  from  him.  The  snake  erected 
its  hood,  and  coiled  itself  as  if  to  spring  while 
it  fixed  its  angry  eyes  on  its  master,  and 
darted  its  forked  tongue  incessantly. 

u  Touch  me  not !"  exclaimed  the  man,  wav- 
ing his  hands  with  a  slow  motion. 

The  serpent  depressed  its  head,  while  its 
bright  eyes,  became  dulled  as  they  glanced 
upon  the  Psyllus.  He,  still  continuing  his 
slow  movements  and  keeping  his  gaze  steadily 
fastened  upon  that  erect  and  hooded  head, 
seemed  to  conquer  his  foe  by  the  power  of  the 
resolute  Will,  'rather  than  by  the  arts  of  the 
charm-working  magus. 

A  purple  pigeon,  whose  wing  was  broken, 
fluttered  across  the  court.  The  serpent  reared 
its  head.  One  spring  and  the  bird  Jay  panting 
within  its  scaly  folds. 

"  And  thy  daughter  is  in   the  house  of  a 
Priest?"    said    the    voice    of  Amasis,   as  he 
passed  the  gate  of  the  court, 
s  3 
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"  She  is,  O  my  Lord !  Even  now  she  may 
be  in  his  grasp,  helpless  as  a  young  bird.  Even 
now  he  may  have  sullied  her  gentle  wing, 
and  she  may  He  at  his  feet  dead  through  sorrow 
and  through  shame." 

The  dove  fell  on  the  ground.  The  serpent's 
flattering  kiss  smoothed  her  ruffled  plumage, 
but  its  strong  twine  destroyed  her  life  while 
the  Arab  woman's  sobs  were  heard  through 
the  distance. 

The  man  sprang  forward,  and  placed  his  foot 
on  the  neck  of  the  serpent,  waving  a  small 
wand. 

"  Down,  down  to  the  earth,  thy  proper 
home,"  cried  the  Psyllus.  "Glide  over  that 
bird — caress  it  in  thy  folds — warm  it  into 
life,  and  pass  not  thy  stealthy,  poisoned 
kiss  over  its  plumes.  Crouch — crouch — snake 
of  the  Tomb ;  and  repair  that  which  thou  canst 
not  undo  !" 

The  wand,  which  he  had  waved,  he  now  ap- 
plied to  his  lips,  and  drew  from  it  the 
most  beautiful,  gentle,  words,  of  music.  The 
serpent  crept  to  the  feet  of  its  master, 
At  first  it  lay  inactive-. -torpid — apparently 
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dead.  By  degrees,  as  the  strain  of  these 
soft  tender,  notes  continued,  it  awakened 
from  this  lethargy.  The  crested  head 
was  raised  ;  the  dazzling  eyes  flashed  in 
their  gloriousness  ;  the  frame  quivered  as 
with  a  delicious  sensation.  It  twined  round 
the  limbs  and  body  of  the  musician,  and 
laid  its  glancing  scales  delicately  upon  the 
soft  plumage  of  the  dead  bird.  Its  head 
rested  on  the  breast  oi\  its  master,  which 
it  touched  with  its  cold  lips.  The  music  still 
went  on — the  same  soft  harmony.  The  snake 
became  as  if  intoxicated  with  paradisi- 
acal bliss,  cincturing  the  head  of  its  lord, 
-necklaciug  his  throat,  girding  his  body,  rest- 
less and  ever  shifting  its  positions,  tirnid, 
gentle,  and  caressing,  as  it  had  been  a  young 
maid  lisping  her  first  love.  Again  it 
glided  to  the  earth,  and  twined  gently  round 
the  bleeding  dove.  But  alas  !  the  love 
of  the  destroyer  had  no  power  to  restore 
that  slain  life  !  The  fragile  cup  had  been 
broken,  and  not  all  the  art  of  the  potter  could 
give  it  back  its  former  beauty  or  value  !  The 
snake  might  glide  and  twine,  tenderly  and 
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softly,  but  the  purple  wing  hung  drooping,  and 
the  dove  lay  bleeding  and  dead,  nor  could  its 
stilled  heart  beat  with  either  love  or  fear 
again. 

"  The  cruel  deed  hath  been  done  !"  cried 
the  Psyllus  in  a  loud  voice,  and  savagely 
striking  the  beast  with  a  small  whip  of  knotted 
cords.  "  Make  thy  moan  !" 

The  snake  kissed  the  bird,  uttering  a  slight 
hissing  noise.  But  the  dove  was  slowly 
stiffening,  and  the  wailing  of  the  universe 
had  been  unheard  and  inefficient. 

Whilst  this  strange  scene  was  being  per- 
formed the  other  men  had  been  suffering  the 
incessant  stinging  of  the  furious  reptiles* 
Now,  their  limbs  were  black  and  swollen  from 
the  compressure  ;  now,  the  blood  flowed  in 
torrents  from  the  poisoned  wounds.  Their 
starting  eyes,  foaming  lips,  writhing  frames, 
and  sharp  cries,  attested  to  their  agony.  And 
still  the  reptiles  cinctured  and  twined  over 
them,  heedless  of  the  commands  which 
bid  them  down  to  the  earth.  And  now  the 
two  Psylli  fell  to  the  ground,  fainting  and 
dying  ;  and  the  snakes  rose  triumphant,  and 
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stung  their  fallen  foes.  It  was  a  fearful  thing 
to  see  !  On  one  side  the  slaughtered  bird ;  on 
the  other,  the  stalwart  forms  of  brave  man- 
hood quivering  beneath  the  touch  of  the  un- 
clean beast ;  their  lives  forfeited  by  the  fury 
of  victorious  passions.  The  slackened  limbs 
might  never  rise  ;  the  pallid  lips  might  never 
open.  Death,  in  the  twine  of  those  hissing 
snakes,  had  taken  captive  the  bright  gods  of 
their  life  ! 

An  old  man,  who  had  hitherto  been  quietly 
seated  on  on*  of  the  portable  wooden  chairs 
so  much  used  among  the  Egyptians,  now  came 
forward ;  and  uttering  some  strange,  unknown 
words,  he  flung  over  the  prostrate  men  handsful 
of  an  odoriferous  herb,  while  he  waved  a 
fresh  palm-leaf  over  them.  The  motion 
of  the  palm-fan  excited  the  serpents  to 
redoubled  rage.  Their  hissings  sounded  like 
a  loud  torrent  ;  their  eyes  flamed  like  burning 
gems ;  their  very  scales  seemed  each  on  fire, 
as  they  swelled  their  folds,  and  bit  the  dying 
men.  Sometimes  they  would  leave  these  to  coil 
around  the  old  man,  who  stood  calm  and  with 
a  slight  smile  upon  his  lip.  He  was  the  grand 
master  of  the  tribe — a  man  possessed  of  many 


392  AZETH  : 

•wonderful  secrets — whose  hand  had  grasped 
at  more  than  one  power  of  nature,  and 
whose  aim  had  not  always  missed. 

He  drew  forth  a  reed — a  simple  rush  which 
had  been  plucked  from  the  sedgy  banks  of  the 
Nile — and  yet  from  this  common  reed  he 
elicited  such  sounds — so  ravishing— so  unearthly 
— that  nor  reptile  nor  fiend  had  heard  them 
unsubdued.  They  were  the  very  Spirit  of 
melody  wandering  through  the  sky.  With  the 
first  articulation  the  snakes  were  tamed.  They 
crouched  at  the  feet  of  the  old  man,  and  coiled 
themselves  into  a  footstool  which  he  mounted ; 
their  lithe  necks  arching  over  him  as  a  canopy 
while  he  stood.  It  was  an  embodied  represen- 
tation of  that  mysterious  Indian  picture 
which  had  been  given  to  the  Princess 
by  Tathlyt,  the  Dwarf,  showing  the  tri- 
umph of  a  God  over  the  Destroyer  of  the 
land.  And  they  seemed  to  dance,  and  sing, 
and  caress  each  other  lovingly,  as  the  harmony 
continued,  while  the  same  quivering,  delirious 
delight  possessed  them  all. 

The  old  man  then  sprinkled  some  fragrant 
gums,  bruised  to  a  fine  powder,  on  the  crest 
of  each  snake,  and  strewed  large  quantities 
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over  the  fallen  men,  waving  his  hands  with  a 
peculiar,  slow,  sleepy  movement.  As  the  dust 
fell,  the  snakes  lay  still  as  if  dead ;  while  the 
blood  of  the  gaping  wounds  was  stanched  as 
by  magic,  and  a  thrill  of  life  ran  through  the 
prostrate  forms. 

"  Awake  !  awake  !"  chanted  the  Psyllus. 
"  The  malice  of  your  foes  is  at  an  end.  Ye 
may  rise  again  !  With  the  powder  and  with 
the  emerald  stone,— do  I  heal  your  wounds, 
and  with  the  Magic  Will  enchain  your 
enemies." 

As  he  spoke,  he  hung  a  small  variegated 
stone  round  the  necks  of  each  ;  and  as  it 
gradually  warmed,  each  man  started  to  his 
feet,  strong  and  living. 

Nitocris  had  stood  transfixed  to  the  spot 
during  this  frightful  scene.  She  now  came 
forward,  and  turning  to  the  wounded  Psylli 
inquired,  "  if  she  could  do  anything  for  them  ? 
— if  ointments,  bathing,  or  cares,  could  heal 
them  ?" 

"  They  are  already  healed,  O  Princess!'* 
said  the  old  man  concealing  his  face,  as  he 
spoke. 

s  5 
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"  By  what  means,  my  father  ?"  she  asked. 

"  The  fury  of  the  untamed  beast  slew  the 
proud  man.  Passion  conquered  nobleness. 
But  the  harmony  of  nature  charmed  the  wild 
passion  to  rest,  and  nature  healed  the  wounded 
virtue.  By  the  Power  of  the  Will  did  I  sub- 
due, when  giant,  physical  strength  lay  re- 
duced to  a  maiden's  weakness.  Such  is  the 
history  of  the  magic  art  of  the  Psylli." 

"And  that  very  passion  which  once  slew, 
when  subdued,  becomes  a  living  adornment — 
an  added  grace  !"  cried  the  first  conqueror ;  and 
seizing  a  snake  he  tied  it  in  a  necklace  round 
his  throat,  crossing  it  over  breast  and  back  as  if 
it  had  been  a  golden  chain. 

The  most  frightful,  yet  wonderful  feats  were 
now  performed  by  the  Psylli.  They  took  the 
serpents,  wound  them  into  balls,  and  flung  them 
from  each  to  each  ;  two,  and  four,  and  six  falling 
in  the  air  at  once,  forming  a  fearful  circle  for 
he  bold  player! 

And  man  conquered  the  deadly  asp ;  but  the 
Dove   lay  stiff  and    cold;    and  nothing  now 
could  warm  her  frozen  heart. 
Saddened,  she  scarcely    knew    why,  Nito- 
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cris  returned  to  the  palace.  Her  head  was 
wrapped  in  her  veil,  but  its  whiteness  did  not 
exceed  the  deadly  pallor  of  her  cheeks.  Her 
eyes  dark,  and  bent  on  the  ground  with  a 
dulled,  painful,  expression.  She  had  heard,  and 
seen,  and  felt  too  much  for  her  peace  !" 
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CHAPTER  X. 


THE  PRESENTATION  OP  THE  POISON  BY  CHEB- 
RON.  THE  CONFERENCE.  LYSINOE  AND  THE 
SCRIBE. 


How  strange  is  that  feeling  of  the  human 
heart,  when  the  object  long  sought  after  and 
desired,  is  suddenly  within  the  grasp;  when 
the  days  of  toil,  and  the  nights  of  pain  in  the 
past,  all  fade  away,  in  'the  delight  of  the 
bright  present;  and  nothing  is  left  of 
sorrow  save  its  softening  influence  over 
joy !  Oh  !  it  is  a  magic  feeling,  that  of  suc- 
cess !  The  finger  of  scorn  at  failure,  can  no 
loDger  be  pointed.  No  longer  can  the  vulture 
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of  Disappointment  feed  on  the  living  heart, 
strangling  every  energy  with  his  cold  gripe. 
We  are  men,  no  longer  children,  in  endea- 
vour ;  we  take  our  stand  among  our  brethren, 
aye  !  and  above  them  too ;  and  we  plant  our 
foot  firmly  on  the  height  which  has  been  so 
long  unattainable.  Our  brothers  kneel ;  they 
praise ;  they  flatter ;  they  commend ;  when  but 
a  fesv  short  hours,  and  failure  had  made  us  the 
very  beggar's  sport,  had  clothed  us  in  the  leper's 
rags,  and  flung  us  far  from  sympathy  and  from 
love.  No  sorrow,  whatever  else  it  may  weep 
away,  no  after  passions,  though  they  may  burn  to 
the  very  heart's  core,  can  ever  efface  the  memory 
of  that  moment !  It  stands,  the  pillar  of  the 
mind's  temple ;  the  column  set  up  to  support 
the  whole ;  and  the  entire  edifice  muet  be 
ruined  ere  that  be  taken  away. 

Such  were  now  the  feelings  of  Chebron,  the 
Scribe,  as  he  sat  in  his  loathsome  chamber  in 
the  Temple.  He  held  two  bottles;  one 
contained  deadly  poison  ;  the  other,  the 
Drink  of  Immortality. 

The  fluid  of  the  one  was  pale,  thin,  colour- 
less, and  subtle ;  the  other  was  red  as  the 
heart's  blood;  rich  and  unctuous*— its  drops 
large,  and  rolling  soft  and  heavy  from  side  to 
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side,  as  the  bottle  was  moved  in  the  Scribe's 
large  hand.  The  pale  liquid  was  the  poison : 
the  crimson,  the  Drink  of  Immortality.  But 
the  vial  in  the  chamber  of  Amasis,  which 
contained  this  same  divine  mixture,  was 
filled  with  a  golden  fluid — a  bright,  flashing, 
sun-born  liquid,  whose  vivid  drops  sparkled  as 
they  flowed,  with  an  irradiancy  that  of  itself, 
spoke  of  life.  Were  there,  then,  so  many 
paths  by  which  man  might  attain  the  Great 
Secret  ?  Was  this  immortality  so  widely 
spread  throughout  all  nature,  than  any  bungler 
might  combine,  and  the  result  of  each  diverse 
combination  be  the  same  ? 

"  Which  of  ye  both  shall  I  name  my  truest 
friend  ?"  said  the  Scribe,  apostrophizing  the 
vials.  "  Thou,  pale  child  of  Besa,  art  the 
good  ally  of  Chebron,  for  of  many  an  obnoxi- 
ous reptile  wilt  thou  rid  his  way ;  and  with 
thee,  my  crimson  bride  of  joy,  what  pleasures 
may  I  not  enjoy — what  riches  may  I  not  amass, 
— what  impunity  obtain  !  Not  the  very  least  of 
the  delights  which  life  can  give,  shall  be  passed 
by  unenjoyed  by  Chebron.  The  fairest  things 
which  earth  hath  cradled,  shall  swarm  around, 
to  minister  solely  unto  me.  For  me,  alone, 


THE    EGYPTIAN.  399 

shall  women  guard  and  keep  their  treasures 
of  sweet  smiles  and  bright  glances,  while  I, 
roving  from  each  to  each,  will  rifle  them  of  all, 
then  drive  them  from  before  me,  when  cloyed 
with  honeyed  repetition.  Beauty  shall  bow  be- 
fore the  humble  scribe,  and  beseech  him  to  lift 
her  out  of  the  mire  of  insignificance,  and 
clothe  her,  like  a  bride,  for  the  charm  of  his 
idle  hours.  And  I  will  make  them  my  slaves  ; 
they  must  learn  that  to  delight  me,  is  honor 
sufficient  for  them.  And  wealth  shall  pour  its 
treasures  at  ray  feet,  and  transform  me  into 
the  gloriousness  of  the  God  Anubis ; 
he,  whose  name  is  golden.  Sins  which  are 
pleasant,  and  crimes  which  are  profitable,  I 
may  commit ;  and  laugh  to  scorn  the  judge 
who  would  sentence  the  offender  to  the  expia- 
tory punishment.  My  life  shall  be  resplen- 
dent as  the  path  of  the  sun  amid  the  flowers, 
lor  I  will  revel  in  pleasure ;  I  will  tread  on 
the  necks  of  kings  and  of  priests,  and  in  my 
lifetime,  be  the  truest  king  of  the  world.  And 
this  will  be  wise ;  for  life  was  given  for  enjoy- 
ment; and  enjoyment  begins  and  ends  in  the 
senses." 

How    different    was  this     reverie  of  Che- 
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bron  to  the  thoughts  of  Amasis,  when  he, 
too,  exulted  over  his  possession  of  the  Golden 
Lion — the  Drink  of  Immortality  !  The  mind 
of  the  one  reverted  only  to  gross  enjoy- 
ments ;  his  coarse  heart  swelled  with  vil- 
lanies ;  beauty  became  a  very  deformity, 
when  touched  by  the  pollution  of  his  visions ; 
pleasures,  which,  with  Amasis  were  like  the 
songs  of  a  beautiful  but  apostate  spirit,  with 
Chebron  were  the  unhallowed  revellings  of  a 
fiend.  Athor,  the  Goddess  of  Love,  would 
have  hid  her  bright  head  and  wept  for  shame, 
had  her  shrine  re-echoed  with  that  name  from 
the  lips  of  the  gross  scribe  ! 

The  first  thought  of  the  Priest's  proud  heart, 
when  his  hand  held  the  Golden  Liquid,  was 
the  consciousness  of  increased  Power.  He 
would  leave  the  impress  of  his  thoughts,  like  a 
monument  built  for  eternity,  on  the  minds 
of  all  men.  For  ages,  and  for  ages,  they 
would  walk  by  the  guidance  of  his  light,  and 
follow  the  path  graved  by  his  footsteps ;  and 
never  again  should  he  look  on  the  brow  that 
could  wear  upon  its  front  a  claim  to  equality. 
He,  and  he  alone,  was  the  King—  the  One  ! 
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"And  let  the  Pshent  but  crown  me,"  he 
said,  "  then  shall  I  indeed  be  the  very  Lord  of 
the  World.  The  sovereign  of  Egypt — is  he 
not  the  wide  earth's  master?  The  Priests  of 
the  Holy  White  Isle — of  Arabia  —  of  the 
Flowery  Land — India— Babylon — Pbanicia — 
of  every  country  on  this  earth's  green  plain — all 
are  under  my  guidance,  though  unknown  to 
themselves.  And  now,  with  this  high  gift  in  his 
hands,  Amasis  shall  rule  trebly  potent !  And 
with  a  space  of  time  which  will  end  only  with 
the  eternal  overthrow  of  the  Great  Age,  he 
can  accomplish  those  mysterious  plans  which 
will  work  a  mightier  change  than  have  all 
the  cycles  of  the  Heavens !" 

Aye  !  they  were  indeed  different,  the  reve- 
ries of  these  two  men  thus  similarly  placed ! 

Chebron  arose  from  the  low,  rudely  carved 
stool  on  which  he  had  been  seated,  and  in  a 
short  time  was  in  the  droinos  or  paved  way  of 
the  Sphynxes,  taking  the  path  to  the  house  of 
Amasis. 

As  he  entered  the  private  chamber  of  Amasis, 
he  started  back  on  beholding,  seated  there, 
the  same  stranger  barbarian  whom  he  had  met, 
some  time  before,  in  the  house  of  the  Dancing 
Girls.  The  Priest  of  Amun  and  the  foreigner 
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were  in  deep  and  whispered  conversation;  and 
so  absorbed  were  they,  that  neither  of  them 
heard  the  footsteps  of  the  scribe.  He  there- 
fore retired  a  few  paces,  and  placed  himself 
behind  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  doorway, 
from  whence  he  could  see  and  hear  all  that 
passed,  without  being,  himself,  observed. 

e'  It  can  well  be  accomplished  1"  said  Amasis 
in  a  cheering  tone. 

"  It  may — it  may  !"  replied  his  companion. 
"  Thou  hast  now  the  Great  Gift,  and  if  the 
Immortal  Fo  hath  granted  it  to  man  to  suc- 
ceed in  this  undertaking,  that  success  is  thine. 
To  none  other  were  it  possible." 

"But  tell  me  why  thou  hast  not  also  drank 
of  this  potion  ?"  asked  Amasis,  laying  bis  hand 
on  a  painted  porcelain  filled  with  golden 
drops. 

'*  /  drink !"  exclaimed  the  Stranger.  "  Nay  ! 
nay,  Priest  of  Amun !  I  would  not  quench 
my  thirst  at  this  fountain,  though  none  other 
were  to  be  had !" 

"But  wherefore  not?" 

"  An  undying  youth  on  earth  would,  to  me, 
be  only  an  unending  torture,"  replied  the 
other  with  a  bitter  smile. 
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"  Thy  reasons  ?" 

*•  Man,  and  his  tyranny,  and  his  wrongs  ; 
the  heart  and  its  sorrows ;  the  tears  which 
must  flow;  the  smiles  which  must  fade;  the 
purity  which  must  be  stained !" 

"  Thou  art  a  strange  being!"  said  the  Priest 
musingly. 

"  i  am  a  man  of  practical  and  plain  under- 
standing. I  am  nor  theorist  nor  speculator. 
I  am  a  true  child  of  the  Triple  Buddhas." 
And  the  foreigner  bowed  in  the  humble  anJ 
ungraceful  fashion  of  his  country. 

"  And  thou  dost  not  believe  that  the  Great 
Work  can  prosper?" 

The  mandarin  made  a  slight  sign  of  dissent. 

"  Why  hast  thou  then  flattered  me  with  thy 
false  words  ?"  asked  Amasis  sternly. 

"  My  judgment  is  not  the  universal  law,"  he 
answered  still  more  humbly.  "  Every  herb 
hatli  a  different  leaf,  every  bird  a  different 
wing.  Is  the  mind  of  man  alone  to  be  uni- 
form?" 

"  But  thou,  thyself,  dost  contradict  thy  words. 
For  thou, — Edwy,  the  Priest  of  the  Oaken 
Isle,  — the  Priests  of  Belus,  and  of  Ormuzd. — 
I,  the  Hierophant  of  Thebes, — do  we  not  all 
agree  in  our  secret  faith  ?  Is  not  the  esoteric 
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doctrine  of  each,  one  and  the  same?     Do  we 
not  all  assent  to  the  same  mysterious  truths?" 

"  That  may  be,  and  yet  the  public  teaching 
must  differ  wide  as  the  opposite  points  of  the 
star-guide.  All  men  wear  Garments ;  but  they 
are  not  all  of  the  same  shape  nor  material. 
They  are  made  to  suit  the  climate  of  each 
country — its  habits  and  pursuits." 

"  Yet  this   public  teaching  can  be  changed.'' 

"  A  lofty  and  a  grand  speculation,  O  Amasis ! 
but  nigh  impossible  in  practice !  The  Queen  of 
Heaven, — Fo, — and  the  Mystic  Three,  must 
still  be  our  creed ;  thy  monstrous  brute-gods 
thine ;  the  sanctity  of  the  oak-temple,  the  holi- 
ness of  themselves,  and  the  worship  of  Cerid- 
wen,  that  of  the  Druid.  The  sacrifice  to  Belus, 
and  to  Mylitta,  the  Dove  of  the  Universe,  must 
the  Babylonian  teach ;  while  the  Northman 
speaks  of  Valhall,  and  the  Arabian  points  to 
his  stars,  naming  them  the  Gods  of  Ormuzd.' 

"  And  yet  only  the  outward  form  and  name 
vary." 

"  The  God  of  Thunder,  Thor  the  Terrible, 
seems  not  to  me  to  wear  the  likeness  of  our 
own  beneficent  Fo !'; 

"  Of  the  northern   tribes  I  do  not  speak," 
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replied  Amasis  hastily.  "  They  are  true  bar- 
barians. Their  minds  never  compassed  the 
Hidden  Doctrine.  Their  multiplicity  of  Gods, 
each  so  rough  and  coarse,  have  no  Eicton  to 
bind  them  in  one  enchained  circle,  but  stand 
out  like  detached  granite  columns,  supporting 
no  roof,  forming  no  symmetrical  building.  It 
is  to  the  more  polished  and  learned  that  I  allude. 
And  I  again  repeat  it ;  I  do  not  look  en  this, 
my  giant  scheme  of  binding  them  all  by  the 
same  chains  before  the  same  altar,  as  impossible 
or  wild.  And  this  done,  one  man  rules  the 
earth !" 

"Ah!"  said  Chebron  softly  from  behind 
his  lurking  place.  "  Is  this  thy  scheme,  O 
Aroasis  !  So  !  thou  art  plotting  with  yonder 
yellow-skinned  Barbarian  to  overthrow  the 
Faith  of  the  Temple  !  Thou  must  answer  to 
the  Thirty  for  this  converse  of  to-night !" 

"And  thou  art  sure  of  this  western, — this 
Edwy?"  asked  the  stranger. 
"Aye, — sure  as  of  thee!" 
The  foreigner  smiled.   "  Thou  mightest  have 
a    better    warranty,"   he    muttered,   turning 
aside.     "Is  he  now  in  Egypt?"  he  asked  after 
a  short  pause. 

"  He   will  be  soon  at  Memphis.       I   shall 
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meet  him  there  when  he  arrives.  I  set  off  for 
the  merchant-city  to-morrow  at  dawn.  I  would 
start  this  night,  but  I  Jim  the  Hierophant  of  a 
boy's  initiation." 

"  Azeth,  from  Chemnos  ?" 

"  The  same." 

"And  who  assists  with  thee?"  asked  the 
Stranger. 

"  The  vile  hierogramruat,  Chebron  the  red- 
haired." 

"  Neither  do  I  love  that  same  scribe,"  re- 
turned the  foreigner.  "  There  is  a  mean, 
a  crafty,  and  a  false  look  about  him,  that  fore- 
warns like  the  rattling  rings  of  the  snake.  Vice 
hath  at  least  this  one  good,  that  it  cannot  con- 
ceal itself,  however  cunningly  it  may  weave  its 
veil.  Chebron  of  the  Temple  of  Amun,  let 
him  strive  never  so  heartily,  could  not  assume 
the  appearance  of  a  noble  man,  no  more  than 
could  the  serpent  that  of  a  brave  lion  of  the 
woods.  Why  dost  thou  employ  him  so  oft?" 

"  He  is  useful,"  replied  Amasis  shortly. 

"  I  would  have  chosen  another  tool !" 
said  the  foreigner,  shrugging  his  shoulders 
with  a  look  of  contempt. 

"  He  can  be  set  aside,"  said  the  Priest  in 
the  same  short  manner. 


THE   EGYPTIAN.  407 

"  Aye  ?— thus  ?"  and  they  both  laughed 
meaningly,  as  the  Barbarian  made  an  expres- 
sive gesture. 

"  My  tools,"  resumed  Amasis,  "  when  use- 
less or  unmanageable  are  cast  aside  for  newer 
and  better.  Amasis  is  not  necessitated  to 
work  always  with  the  same  instruments.  The 
meanest  artizan  claims  the  privilege  of  choice ; 
surely  the  same  may  be  accorded  unto  me!" 

"  Is  thine  Initiation  a  work  of  time  ?"  asked 
the  mandarin,  with  an  air  of  perfect  indiffer- 
ence though  in  reality  burning  to  become 
acquainted  with  the  Mysteries. 

"  Of  secresy,"  replied  Amasis  significantly. 

"  I  understand  thee.  And  Chebron,  thou 
saidst  is  thine  assistant  ?" 

"  As  the  impersonation  of  evil,"  replied 
Amasis  forgetting  that  he  was  speaking  to 
a  Gentile. 

"  Ah  ?"  returned  the  foreigner.  u  And  this 
is  part  of  the  Trials.  Well,  evil  is  also  part 
of  life !" 

"  The  cause  of  its  presence  in  the  Mysteries 
thou  canst  not  divine,  spite  of  thy  philosophic 
reasonings,"  Amasis  said  hurriedly.  "  We 
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. 
commit  ihe  charge  of  our  secrets  into  no  hands 

but  our  own,"  he  added. 

"  There  was  a  maiden  of  our  land  who  held 
a  treasure  in  her  keeping,"  said  the  mandarin 
in  a  dull  voice.  "  She  deemed  it  safe;  and 
more,  she  deemed  it  unseen  by  every  eye  but 
her  own.  And  yet  the  Fiery  Dragon  stole 
this  treasure,  and  couched  upon  its  place." 

"  Legends  and  tales  are  for  infants ;  not 
men." 

"  But  the  Mysteries  are  only  acted  legends ; 
mythes  told  in  facts,  not  words." 

"  Chebron,  the  scribe,  is  no  visionary 
existence  !"  cried  the  Hierophant  sneer- 
ingly. 

"  Sure  his  presence  is  ever  like  a  blight ! 
He  carries  a  secret  poison  with  him  which 
taints  the  very  air." 

"  I  greet  ye,  O  my  father,  and  thou, 
courteous  stranger!"  said  the  Scribe,  enter- 
ing the  chamber  abruptly.  His  lips  were 
compressed,  and  his  bloodshot  eyes  had  a  look 
of  defying  hatred  in  them. 

"  Thy  mode  of  coming  is  scarce  respectful," 
Amasis  said  with  displeasure. 

"  My  business  is  important — at  least  to  thee, 
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Holy  Priest!"  he  replied,  bowing  low. 
"  Forgive  me  if  I  gave  more  heed  to 
thy  convenience,  than  to  the  customs  of 
respect.  Thou  knowest  that  I  stand  before 
thee  as  thy  slave;  yet  sometimes  my  love  out- 
strips my  prudence !" 

'*  Thy  garments  are  soiled,"  said  the 
stranger  turning  very  pale.  "  A  sickly  odour 
breathes  about  thee.  What  hast  thou  concealed 
in  thy  vest,  or  sewn  on  thy  robe?" 

"  The  noble  stranger's  imagination  is  ac- 
tive ;"  Chebron  replied  carelessly. 

*'  Nay!  the  smell  increases!"  he  exclaimed 
turning  still  paler.  "  Great  Fo!  my  head 
swims  round — a  very  hurricane  resounds  in 
mine  ears — my  lips  are  dry,  and  my  heart  is 
burning  within  me.  I  faint!  I  die!"  and  he 
fell  back  powerless  in  his  chair. 

Chebron  smiled  as  he  watched  the  barba- 
rian ;  muttering,  "If  I  do  carry  a  secret 
poison,  at  the  least  I  can  make  it  do  its 
work!" 

The  Hierophant  at  once  guessed  the  truth. 

"  Quit  my  chamber,  Chebron  !"  he  said 
proudly.  "  How  hast  thou  dared  to  tam- 
per with  life  in  my  very  presence?  The 

VOL.  n.  T 
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Priests  of  Egypt,  before  whose  pure  way  no 
unclean  thing  may  come,  may  not  look  on  such 
unholy  sights !  This  very  night  thou  hadst 
been  proscribed,  but  for  a  foolish  pity  that 
turns  away  my  anger." 

"  Pity,  or  necessity  ?"  said  Chebron  softly 
to  himself,  while  he  added  aloud — "  Tt  was 
but  a  childish  experiment,  Holy  Father.  I 
wi?hed  to  test  the  strength  of  my  potion 
before  thee,  and  therefore  I  but  unloosed  the 
cover  for  scarce  the  space  of  a  moment !  Jt 
was  foolish,  but  not  deserving  of  such  heavy 
wrath." 

"  Show  me  the  poison,"  said  Amasis  hur- 
riedly. 

**  Here  it  is,  Holy  Priest,"  answered  the 
Scribe,  drawing  forth  a  small  vial  which  he 
carefully  wrapped  in  papyrus,  and  then  en- 
closed in  a  painted  wooden  box. 

The  Priest  took  it  from  his  hand,  and  se- 
cured it  in  the  folds  of  his  own  robe. 

"  It  hath  gone  now !"  said  the  stranger  ris- 
ing as  he  did  so.  "  It  was  but  a  faintness 
which  seized  me.  My  senses  were  quick  as 
ever,"  and  here  he  glanced  furtively  at  A  ma- 
sis ,  "  but  all  power  of  motion  had  gone.  It 
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was  a  strange  thing  ! — some  magic  of  the 
learned  Scribe?"  he  added,  half  jestingly,  half 
bitterly. 

"  My  power  is  smaller  than  thou,  in  thy 
grace,  dost  allow,"  replied  Chebron.  "  I  am 
but  a  poor,  humble  servant  of  the  gods  and 
Amasis.  I  have  nought  of  the  magi's  art." 
The  foreigner  raised  his  joined  hands  to  his 
face,  and  bowed. 

"  I  may  not  contradict  thee,"  he  said. 
"  Yet  thou  seemest  to  me  to  possess  a  super- 
natural power.  But  thou  best  knowest  thy- 
self ;"  and  he  bowed  again. 

"  We  are,  as  thou  seest,  in  conference,"  here 
interrupted  Amasis.  "  Chebron,  I  have  bid 
thee  once  to  quit  me ;  now  again  this  second 
time." 

The  Scribe  started,  and  his  low  narrow  fore- 
head contracted  into  a  deep  frown.  He  raised 
one  hand  to  his  lips,  and  with  the  other  touched 
his  knee. 

"  I  go,"  he  said  in  a  constrained  voice. 
"  Tell  me,  ere  I  depart,  have  I  pleased  my 
father  in  my  prompt  duty  ?" 

"  Thou  hast  done  the  wurk  set  thee  to  per- 
T  3 
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form.  Let  this  satisfy  thee.  If  well  or  ill, 
the  result  alone  will  declare." 

"  I  can  speak  for  it.     The  poi — " 

"  Cease  thy  wearisome  babble  I"  interrupted 
Amasis  hastily,  glancing  at  the  foreigner. 
"  Obey  my  commands,  and  rid  me  of  thy  pre- 
sence. Thy  task  is  done :  thou  needst  not 
delay.  If  I  have  cause  of  displeasure,  thou 
wilt  hear  of  it  soon  enough  for  thy  peace." 

The  Scribe  cast  one  look  on  the  Hierophant, 
then  turned  from  his  chamber. 

*'  The  bold  and  haughty  man !"  he  said, 
"  he  '  can  fall  as  well  as  can  the  mean  and 
timid !  And  by  the  Blue  Above  he  shall  fall 
— and  that  hard  and  fatally !  I  believe  not  in 
my  own  Wonderful  Drink  : — there ! — I  have 
said  out  in  audible  words  that  secret  which  I 
dared  not  tell  my  heart  in  silence  !— yet  I  trust 
not  to  mine  own,  found  thus  strangely — the 
bigot  would  say,  by  the  interposition  of  my 
tutelar  god — and  why  should  I  rely  on  his? 
Let  it  be  as  it  may — I  will  test  his  claim  to  a 
living  Immortality." 

"  And  the  Scribe  gave  thee — what  ?"  asked 
the  stranger. 

"  Nought,5'  replied  Amasis  abruptly. 

" 
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The  mandarin  smiled  with  his  own  peculiar, 
sickly,  sneering  smile. 

"  My  benumbed  senses  then  deceived  me." 
he  said  emphatically. 

*'  The  quickest  oft  play  us  false,"  replied 
the  Hierophant  with  indifference. 

"  But  it  was  wonderful,  the  swift  exemplifi- 
cation of  my  speech,"  he  persevered.  "  No 
sooner  did  the  Scribe  appear,  than  his  baleful 
poison- breath  struck  my  very  vitals.  He  is 
possessed  with  a  demon,  that  filthy  Scribe! 
Pah  !  his  name,  even,  pollutes  the  air!" 

"  Thou  art  hitter  in  thy  wrath." 

"  Nay  !  nay  1"  cried  the  other  with  a  forced 
laugh.  *'  I  am  not  one  to  be  wrathful. 
I  may  condemn  but  gently — gently,  Priest! 
Ye  are  Egyptians,  and  ye  may  not  suffer  the 
censure  of  us,  Gentiles." 

"  Thou  art  right  The  children  of  the  Pure 
Land  may  not,  as  thou  sayst,  be  censured  by 
the  barbarian  ;  not  even  the  Dancing-girls 
of  Thebes.  Ah  !  thou  cold  denouncer  of 
beauty !" 

*'  And  can  it  be  that  thou,  High  Priest  of 
Amun,  hast  summoned  me  hither  to  deliberate 
on  one  of  the  grandest  schemes  which  ever 
possessed  the  mind  of  man — and  canst  allow 
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the  moments  to  flee,  as  rose-leaves  on  the 
river,  in  a  mindless  talk  of  the  maids  of  such 
a  trade?"  cried  the  foreigner  with  uplifted 
hands.  "  Thou  art  wonderfully  fond  of  the 
lips  of  earth's  daughters,  if  thou  canst  thus 
lull  thy  philosophy  to  sleep  on  their  dewy 
beds." 

The  cheek  of  Amasis  flushed. 

"  I  am  a  man,"  he  said  haughtily,  "  though 
likewise  an  Hermesian  Philosopher.  And  I 
have  the  passions  of  a  man.  A  woman  is 
u  fair  thing  in  my  sight ;  and  her  lips  are, 
indeed,  beds  where  I  could  cradle  my  indiffer- 
ence, and  hush  my  pride  to  sleep/' 

"  And  forget  the  god  of  thy  life?— forget 
Ambition  ?" 

"  I  may  linger  for  a  brief  instant  to  pluck 
a  flower  on  my  path,  but  I  yet  proceed  on  the 
way ;  and  the  transient  second  that  I  have 
thus  spent,  has  lost  me  nothing." 

"  And  I,  when  I  must  gain  the  glorious 
palace,  stoop  not  for  the  brightest  of  the  peb- 
bles which  bestrew  my  road." 

"  Thou  canst  not  love  ?" 

"  With    purity,"     said    the    stranger. 


TI1E    EGYPTIAN.  415 

Amasia  was  silent,  and  looked  gloomily  on 
the  ground. 

"  And  tliou  goest  for  Memphis  to-morrow  ? 
I  start  this  ni^ht,"  exclaimed  the  mandarin, 
abruptly  breaking  the  stillness.  "  Can  1  take 
word  or  message  from  thee  to  Edwy  ot  the 
West,  should  I  meet  with  him?" 

"  Thanks  for  thy  courtesy,"  replied  Amasis. 
*'  But  I,  myself,  shall  find  him  at  the  foot  of 
the  Great  Pyramid  when  its  shadow  falls  on 
the  head  of  the  Sphynx." 

«  And  I—?" 

"  Will  meet  us  both  in  the  Inner  Chamber 
when  the  moon  is  lord  of  the  sky." 

"  Thus  ends  our  conference  ?  And  I  hav<j 
matters  of  my  own  to  prepare," 

"  Take  my   blessing  of    peace  with  thee!' 
cried  Amasis  rising,  and  extending  two  fingers 
of  his  right  hand.      The   stranger  joined  his, 
and  bowed  almost  to  the  ground. 

He  hud  no  sooner  gone,  than  Amasis  flung 
himself  upon  along,  low,  couch  ;  and  res  tin- 
his  face  upon  his  folded  arms,  seemed  lost  in 
thought. 

"  And  she  has  gone  1"  he  said  half  aloud,  in 
an  accent  of  the  deepest  sorrow.  "  She  has 
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gone !"     And  he  was  again  silent.    His  power- 
ful limbs  slightly  trembled. 

A  boy  knelt  by  the  couch,  and  kissed  the 
Hierophant's  pulsing  hand,  wetting  it  with  his 
tears.  Amasis  started  up. 

"  Azeth !  who  bade  thee  thus  come  and 
steal  upon  my  privacy  ?  What  wilt  thou 
with  me  ?  Why  dost  thou  weep  ?  Thy 
business  ?" 

"  I  would  see  the  Form  again,"  said  Azeth 
sadly. 

"  Tush  P  cried  Amasis  turning  away,  a  that 
is  impossible." 

The  Disciple  bent  his  head  upon  his  breast 
and  sighed. 

"  I  am  ill  ;*'  he  then  said  patiently. 

"  To  thy  home  and  rest  if  thou  art  weary," 
replied  the  Priest  "  Thou  hast  much  to 
undergo  this  night.  Husband  thy  strength 
while  thou  mayst.  Thou  art  pale;  art  thou 
really  sick  ?" 

"  I  have  fasted  according  to  the  rules," 
he  said;  *;and  1  am  faint  with  long  watch- 
ing." 

Amasis  did  not  answer,  but  rising  from  the 
couch,  he  took  up  a  jar,  or  amphora  of  cool  Nile 
water,  and  taking  off  the  scented  leaves  which 
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covered  its  mouth,  poured  the  water  some  into  a 
porcelain  cup.  Into  this  he  dropped  a  bright- 
coloured  liquid;  and  handing  it  to  the  boy, 
bade  him  drink. 

Azeth  did  as  he  was  desired ;  and  immedi- 
ately a  new  life  seemed  to  be  instilled  into  him. 
His  veins  ran  once  more  with  a  bounding, 
dancing,  blood;  his  strength  returned;  his 
heart  was  lighter.  Joy  seemed  again  to  float 
arodnd  him  ;  and  light  flooded  the  universe, 
in  the  place  of  the  late  sorrowful  darkness. 

*'  Thou  must  often  get  impatient  with  thy 
pupil  1"  he  said.  "Thou  art  ao  brave  and 
noble,  and  dauntless,  and  I  am  but  a  poor 
craven  who  trembles  at  each  passing  wind, 
and  cowers  before  the  shadow  of  the  bird's  wiug 
upon  the  sunny  wave!" 

Before  the  Priest  could  answer,  a  shriek 
sounded  through  the  air.  It  was  a  woman's 
voice,  and  it  called  for  aid.  Amasis,  heard  the 
cry,  and  caught  upon  his  heart  the  word  it 
uttered.  It  was  his  own  name!  He  turned 
deadly  pale;  then  the  blood  rushed  furiously 
back  upon  his  brow  and  heart ;  and  with  one 
stride  he  gained  the  doorway. 

To  lay  his  hand  upon  the  lock,  to  open  and 
^fls&a  sdJ  Bo  #!*:&«*  i 
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again  secure  it,  was  but  the  work  of  an  instant. 
And  before  Azeth  had  plainly  heard  the  cry, 
the  Priest's  footsteps  were  echoing  through  the 
passage,  and  the  boy  himself  was  a  prisoner 
in  the  chamber. 

Again  the  same  heart-wailing  shriek  re- 
sounded through  the  distance.  What  made 
Azeth,  too,  start  and  tremble  ?  It  was  a 
voice  whose  accents  he  knew,  but  not 
with  the  memory  of  how  or  where  this  know- 
ledge was  attained.  It  was  a  voice  which 
spoke  to  his  inmost  soul,  and  called  up  recol- 
lections of  bliss, — as  vague  and  indistinct  as 
our  remembrance  of  a  former  life.  And  now 
cry  after  cry  resounded.  Wild,  loud,  piercing 
from  the  heart's  extreme  agony,  they  came, 
as  if  they  would  crack  the  very  walls.  Azeth 
rushed  to  the  door,  but  it  was  fastened 
on  the  outside  by  a  large  metal  lock.  He 
then  hurried  to  the  square  window ;  but 
the  ground  lay  far,  far  beneath,  and  an  attempt 
to  gain  freedom  thus,  would  have  cost  him  his 
life.  And  was  it  not  Amasi^  who  had  thus 
imprisoned  him? — and  were  not  obedience  and 
trust  the  two  primal  duties  of  the  candidate  ? 
They  were  hard  to  practise!  But  Azeth 
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brought  back  their  remembrance,  and  seating 
himself  on  the  couch,  prayed  to  his  God?,  and 
that  One  Beautiful. 

Aniasis,  guided  by  the  sound,  strode  along 
the  passage  which  led  to  the  subterraneous 
communication  between  his  own  house  and  the 
Temple.  The  voice  which  had  thus  startled 
him,  sounded  like  Lysinoe's, — nay,  it  was 
hers !  And  though  its  accents  spoke  of  such 
fearful  distress,  yet  his  heart  throbbed  with 
a  fierce  delight,  and  his  brain  grew  giddy 
with  a  rapture,  which  overpowered  his  agony  for 
her  sorrow. 

When  Lysinoe  had  so  reluctantly  played 
her  part  of  Heavenly  Visitant  to  the  young, 
enamoured  enthusiast,  Amasis  had  dragged  her 
away  into  the  gloom,  filled  with  that  savage 
hate  of  love,  which  makes  men  so  doubly  cruel ! 
But  her  good  star  shone  above  the  horizon 
that  night,  and  sent  as  its  messenger  the  un- 
lovely in  exterior,  but  the  beautiful  in  heart, 
to  protect  and  deliver  her.  Tathlyt,  a  con- 
cealed witness  of  the  whole  scene,  followed 
the  Priest  and  the  girl  into  the  darkness. 
They  had  not  gone  far  when  Amasis  felt  him- 
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self  in  the  grasp  of  a  powerful  hand.  An 
unknown  assailant  seized  him,  and  stifling  his 
voice  at  the  instant  of  wrenching  away  his 
arms  from  Lysinoe,  laid  him  prostrate  on  the 
ground.  When  he  rose,  the  maiden  had  gone, 
and  not  even  the  echo  of  her  soft  feet  told 
whither  her  flight  was  directed.  Since  this 
hour  Amasia  had  spiritually  sickened.  The 
simple  food  of  his  refined  board  he  loathed ; 
sleep  fled  his  couch ;  and  a  perpetual  fever 
preyed  upon  his  heart.  He  looked  older,  too, 
and  careworn ;  and  his  eyes  were  too  bright 
and  restless,  and  his  manners  too  abrupt  and 
startling,  for  the  serenity  of  a  philosopher,  and 
the  holy  calm  of  a  Priest.  Lysinoe  did,  in- 
deed, seem  to  be  that  Half  of  hia  Existence 
which  his  passionate  love  had  named  her ;  she 
did,  indeed,  seem  to  be  that  other  portion 
which  made  up,  the  completeness  of  his  being, 
and,  wanting  which,  he  was  but  as  a  fragment, 
— an  unfinished  work — whose  chief  beauty  was 
away. 

And  now  when  the  maiden's  voice,  though 
in  anguish,  came  again  upon  his  ear,  the  heart 
of  the  Hierophant  seeuied  about  to  burst  with 
the  fulness  of  the  ecstasy  to  which  it  gave  rise. 
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He  followed  the  direction  of  the  shrieks,  until 
they  grew  so  painfully  loud  and  near,  that 
surely  nought  but  one  thin  wall  could  separate 
him  from  their  utterer.  But  he  was  among 
the  Secret  Places,  and  how  could  Lysinoe  have 
hid  there  ?  and  who  or  what  could  that  be, 
which  had  disturbed  her?  One  last  door  had 
yet  to  be  passed  through,  and  he  was  in  the 
Chambers.  He  touched  the  spriug — the  stones 
rolled  back — he  sprang  through  the  opening, 
and  caught  the  Arab  maiden  to  his  heart. 
But  nothing  was  to  be  seen  which  might  have 
caused  her  alarm,  save  a  transient  glimpse 
of  a  Priest's  white  linen  robe  at  the  further 
end  of  the  room. 

Lysinoe  had  fainted.  She  lay  once  more  in 
the  arms  of  the  Hierophant  ;  and  once  more 
her  lips  were  pressed  against  his  own,  and' 
drew  her  breath  into  his  soul.  She  was  paler 
:ind  thinner  than  when  he  had  last  seen  her; 
but  she  looked  so  lovely,  so  calm,  and  tranquil, 
and  beautiful,  in  her  helpless  unconsciousness, 
that  he  had  not  wished  to  see  her  glowing  in 
all  the  sunshine  of  health.  He  could  only 
murmur  : 

"  My  Lysinoe  !— my   bride !  —have    1  then 


422  AZETH  : 

found  thee !"  as  he  pressed  her  to  him  with  a 
convulsive  madness. 

Lysinoe  soon  awakened  to  the  full  posses- 
sion of  life  and  power.  And  though,  in  her 
terror,  she  had  pronounced  the  name  of  Ama- 
sis  she  now  started  back  with  the  same  horror 
which  she  would  have  felt,  had  no  deliverer  ap- 
peared at  her  cry.  But  the  saviour  was  a 
more  fearful  enemy  than  he  from  whom  she 
had  been  delivered  !  The  savage  brutality  of 
the  one — his  murderous  villany — for  the 
blood  was  flowing  from  her  delicate  bosom — 
was  not  worse  than  the  passionate  love,  oft 
so  like  to  hate,  of  the  other  !  And  the 
sharp  steel  was  not  so  painful  as  those  soft 
caresses,  and  those  entwining  arms.  She 
gently  released  herself,  covering  her  face  in 
her  robe,  partly  to  hide  the  streaming  blood, 
partly  to  avoid  those  dark  eyes. 

"  My  sweet  one — my  bride !"  cried  Amasis, 
tenderly,  again  taking  her  to  his  breast,  and 
endeavouring  to  stanch  the  blood  trickling 
fast  and  heavy  on  the  marble  floor.  "  Oh  I  how 
wearily  has  my  life  lagged  since  thou  wert 
stolen  from  me,  Lysinoe  !  Who  was  that  vile 
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slave — that  impure  robber,  who  stole  thee  from 
my  side  ?  My  bride. ..my  love  ..ray  Lysinoe! 
Oh !  what  words  can  tell  out  my  heart's  deep 
joy !  Cold  and  dead  they  fall,  for  nought  but  a 
god-like  language  could  express  the  feelings  now 
swelling  within  my  soul !  My  Lysinoe  once 
more  in  my  arms ;  oh  !  hide  there,  hide  there, 
sweet  bird  I  Never  flee  away  again ! — never 
leave  thy  flowery  cage!" 

The  girl  trembled,  and  tried  to  escape  from  his 
strong  grasp. 

"  Nay  !  nay  !"  he  said  with  gentle  violence. 
"  Thou  shalt  not  loose  my  hold.  See  !  thy  soft 
bosom  is  wet  with  blood  !  My  torn  robe  flecked 
with  the  red  fountain  of  my  love's  young  life, 
looks  ill  for  the  Hierophant  of  Amun !  And  hast 
thou  not  one  word  to  say,  darling  maid  ?  Has  joy, 
or  terror,  or  hatred,  Lysinoe,"  and  here  his 
voice  deepened,  u  choked  back  the  rushing  cur- 
rent of  speech  ?  Not  one  word  of  joy,  at  the 
least,  for  thy  deliverance  ?" 

"  I  thank  thee,  O  my  father !"  she  said  hum- 
bly, and  bending  her  sweet  head,  but  with 
pain,  upon  his  hand. 

"  Say  rather,  O  my  husband — my  spouse — 
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my  love  !"  he  cried  passionately.  "That  other 
word  grates  harshly  on  mine  ears." 

She  smiled  with  a  melancholy  smile — more 
like  a  tear  on  the  lip  than  its  laughter. 

"  And  why  those  anguished  cries  ?"  pursued 
the  Priest  ;  *'  what  terrified  the  beautiful 
maiden  ?  And  who  or  what  hath  wounded 
her  ?  By  the  Dead  Lake— by  the  bones  of 
Osiris- — he  shall  rue  it,  whoever  hath  smitten 
thee!  Tell  me  his  name,  Lysinoe,''  and  he 
grasped  her,  in  his  agitated  indignation,  more 
roughly  than  she  could  bear  without  a  slight 
exclamation  of  pain  ;  **  or  paint  his  dog's  form 
that  I  may  know  him  when  we  meet;  and 
were  it  before  the  altar,  itself,  his  life  shall  pay 
for  this." 

"  It  was  thy  messenger,"  said  Lysinoe 
faintly. 

The  priest  started. 

"  What  words  are  these  ?"  he  cried,  in  a 
surprised  voice.  "My  messenger  midst  thou? 
Beautiful!  what  madness  possesses  tiiee  !" 

"  It  was  that  man  —  that  scribe  —  whom 
thrice  before  thou  didst  send  to  bear  me  words 
of  love,  and  emreaties  to  be  thine." 

"  A  man — a  scribe,  thou  sayest  ?  Ah  1"  ex- 
claimed the  Priest,  as  a  sudden  thought  struck 
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him ;  "  A  low,  mean-looking  man,  with  red 
hair,  and  large  purpled  lips,  and  eyes,  whose 
bleared  and  loathsome  looks  are  revelations  of 
all  that  is  most  hideous  in  the  human  heart  ?  A 
hoarse-voiced  man,  insolent  and  bold,  this  was 
thy  visiter  ?" 

''Yes,"  she  said  simply.      "  This  was  thy 
messenger." 

"  And  the  words  which  he  spake  ?" 
*'  Those  of  love  from  thee,"  she  answered  in 
a  low  tone,  "  but  spoken  so  warmly,  O  Ama- 
sis,  that  they  were  meant  for  himself.  Little 
didst  thou  know  what  mouth-piece  thou  didet 
employ  !" 

"  And  how  often  did  he  visit  thee?" 
"Thrice, in  thy  HalL" 
"  And  now,  where  hast  thou  been  ?— " 
"  This  day.     I  have  not  seen  him  before." 
"  But  where  hast  thou  hid,  Lysinoe,"  asked 
Amasis,  earnestly  ;  *'  who  stole  thee  from  me, 
on  the  Night  of  the  Spell  ?     Where  hast  thou 
been  placed,  and  how  earnest  thou  hither  ?  How 
did  the  scribe  enter?     Why  didst  thou  shriek  ? 
Tell  me  all,  oh  dearest  Lysinoe,  for  my  heart 
is  almost  maddened!" 

"I  am  wounded,"  said  the  Arab  girl  gently, 
and  putting  her  hand  upon  her  bosom. 
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"Ah  !  thou  art  suffering — them  art  ill— faint 
and  weak;  and  I,  selfish  and  barbarous  as  I 
am,  forgot  all  in  my  mingled  joy  and  anger. 
But  come.. .come  with  me.  Thou  shalt  soon 
recover !" 

The  Priest  took  her  up  in  his  arms  like  a 
child,  and  bore  her  into  an  inner  room.  As 
they  entered,  Lysinoe,  faint  as  she  was,  uttered 
a  plaintive  moan,  and  turned  her  face  into  the 
Priest's  bosom,  as  if  seeking  protection  from 
him  against  himself.  But  he  only  pressed  her 
more  fondly  still.  Laying  her  in  a  large 
double-chair,  he  brought  her  fresh  water,  in- 
cense, gums  and  pounded  herbs  ;  everything 
which  his  knowledge  or  his  riches  could  fur- 
nish, to  delight  and  soothe  her.  And  all  was 
done  so  gently. ..so  softly.. .with  no  outburst  of 
untamed  passion,  that  it  could  not  but  calm  the 
poor  maiden. 

While  she  lay  there,  pale,  bleeding,  and  mo- 
tionless, and  while  Amasis  hung  over  her,  ad- 
ministering the  tenderest  cares,  a  man's  step 
echoed  through  the  still  chamber  ;  and  on  turn- 
ing round,  the  Priest's  eyes  fell  on  Tathlyt. 
He  advanced  slowly,  and  with  imperturbable 
self-possession.  He  neither  made  apology  for 
his  entrance,  nor  exclamation  at  beholding  Lysi- 
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noe  thus.  He  came  nearer  to  them,  <.vith  the 
same  slow  steps  and  calm  faco,  and  standing 
over  the  Arab,  said  to  Amasis  ;  "  Thy  work  ?" 
in  an  indifferent  tone. 

The  eyes  of  the  captive  were  closed  as  the 
Dwarf  had  approached,  but  as  soon  as  she 
heard  his  voice,  a  cry  of  joy  burst  from  her, 
and,  weak  as  she  was,  she  started  from  the 
couch,  and  flung  herself  into  his  arms. 

"  My  father !  my  father !"  she  cried,  convul- 
sively straining  him  to  her  heart.  "  My  beloved 
father,  why  didst  thou  leave  me!" 

"Lie  down  and  be  calm," said  Tathlyt  kindly 
but  shortly. 

"Nay!  nay!"  she  exclaimed  half  weeping. 
"  Forsake  me  not  again  !  Let  me  feel  in  the 
protection  of  a  friend  !" 

"  A  friend,  Lysinoe  ?"  said  Amasis  tenderly. 
"  With  me  art  thou  not  with  more  than  a 
friend — with  a  fond  and  devoted  lover?" 

"  Thou  art  right  in  thy  distinction,  Ama- 
sis,"  replied  the  old  man.  "  A  lover  is  not  a 
friend,  nor  is  a  friend  a  lover,  aqcording  to  thy 
interpretation." 

The  Priest  attempted  to  take  the  clinging 
form  of  the  Arab  from  the  arms  of  Tathlyt ; 
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but  he  could  not,  without  force,  unloose 
those  soft  white  ar;ns.  He  knit  his  brow, 
and  gnawed  his  lip  in  vain.  The  maiden 
clung  still  closer,  and  the  Dwarfs  coolness 
and  self-control  remained  undisturbed  as 
ever. 

"  Lysinoe !"  whispered  the  Priest,  "  wilt 
thou  not  speak  to  me?" 

lt  My  father  !"  she  said  faintly,  appealing  to 
Tathlyt. 

"I  thank  thee  for  thine  interference,  and 
the  salvation  of  the  maiden  ;"  then  said 
Tathlyt  quietly. 

The  Priest's  brow  was  flushed. 

"  Thy  arrogance  increases,  slave,"  he  cried. 
"  How  dost  thou  dare  to  take  part  in  the  affairs 
of  a  master  and  his  captive  ?  Unloose  the  girl. 
She  is  my  own." 

"  Unlawfully  stolen,"  replied  the  Dwarf, 
still  with  the  same  quietude  of  manner.  "  Her 
rightful  master  is  Psaminetichus  of  Sais :  her 
robber,  thou." 

***  This  is  folly!"  said  Amasis  haughtily. 
"  Set  my  slave  free,  and  quit  my  presence. 
By  whatever  means  thou  hast  gained  access, 
they  shall  fail  thee  in  the  future." 
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"  I  can  discern  my  way  through  every  ob- 
stacle. I  told  thee,  before,  that  my  powers 
were  supernatural." 

"  And  thou  dreamt  of  my  belief!"  sneered 
Amasis, 

*'  Thy  belief  or  incredulity  little  affected 
me.  But  let  my  deeds  speak !  Could  I,  with- 
out such  powers,  have  known  of  the  many 
secret  doors  —  concealed  springs  —  perplexed 
passages— and  involved  ways — which  lead  to 
chambers,  of  which  even  the  very  Priests  of 
the  Temple  are  ignorant?" 

Here  Ly since'  gave  a  faint  shriek,  and  fell 
back  upon  the  couch.  Amasis,  at  the  instant, 
rushed  between  her  and  the  Dwarf,  and  fling- 
ing himself  almost  upon  her,  he  took  her 
clasped  hands  to  his  heart. 

"  1  am  better  now  1"  she  then  said  faintly. 
"  It  was  but  a  passing  pang." 

u  Thy  linen  band  hath  slipped  !"  said  Ama- 
sis  feverishly. 

A  narrow  golden  chain  hung  from  her  neck. 
It  was  the  same  that  she  had  always  worn — 
the  same  from  which  depended  her  amulet. 
Unintentionally  he  drew  forth,  for  greater 
facility  in  arranging  the  bandage,  this  mys- 
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terious  amulet.  It  was  a  small  oak-leaf  worked 
in  gold ;  and  by  it  hung  an  Egyptian  soldier's 
large  blue,  ring,  bearing  the  oval  of  Psam- 
metichus,  the  Hermotybie.  Amasis  looked  no 
more.  His  hand  suddenly  became  parched 
and  glowing,  and  his  breath  was  drawn  in 
hissing  sobs  through  his  tight-set  teeth. 

"  Canst  thou  walk  ?"  said  the  Dwarf. 

"Yes!  yes!"  she  answered  with  sudden 
energy. 

Amasis  laid  one  hand  on  Tathlyt,  and  with 
the  other  encircled  Lysinoe. 

"At  thy  peril  touch  her!"  he  cried  v  with 
quivering  lips.  "  She  is  mine,  and  not  all  the 
powers  above  shall  tear  her  from  me.  Dost 
thou  deem  me  less  than  man,  that  thou  comest 
athwart  man's  dearest  passion  !" 

"  The  maiden  is  my  own — sheia  my  child!" 
said  Tathlyt  with  difficulty  controlling  him- 
self. 

A  window,  high  from  the  ground,  stood 
open  and  unshuttered,  close  to  the  couch  on 
which  Lysinoe  lay.  An  acacia  tree  grew  be- 
neath it ;  near  enough  to  afford  a  safe  footing 
to  one  active  and  supple  of  limb. 

"  Thou  liest  a  dead  man  if  thou  but  touch 
her  hand !"  exclaimed  Amasis  hoarsely.  "  She 
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may  be  thrice  thy  child,  but  thou  shalt   not 
take  her." 

"  I     will    not   leave    her,"     persisted    the 
Dwarf. 

The  Priest's  hand  grasped  him  tighter,  and 
his  looks  became  full  of  passionate  fury. 
u  Tempt  me  no  further  !"  he  gasped. 
"  Slay  him,  Tathlyt !"  hissed  a  voice  through 
the  hall. 

The  Dwarf  struggled  himself  free,  and 
caught  Lysinoe  from  the  Priest.  He  made 
one  bound,  and  stood  on  the  window's  ledge 
poising  himself  before  he  leapt  below.  Lysi- 
noe made  no  moan,  though  death  seemed  ine- 
vitable. 

Maddened  and  furious,  Amasis  seized  the 
Dwarf.  The  Arab  maiden  had  fainted.  He 
took  her  from  those  long,  hairy  arms  with  the 
strength  of  a  lion.  His  whole  nature  was 
roused,  and  passion  lent  him  a  Titan's 
power. 

"  If  thou  lovest  the  leap — take  it  alone  I" 
he  cried  savagely.  And  he  flung  the  old  man 
down  into  the  court.  The  heavy  noise  of  one 
falling  was  heard — then  the  crashing  of  boughs 
— a  groan — and  all  was  still- 
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Chebron  crept  through  the  next  chamber. 
He  was  laughing  to  himself,  though  his  fea- 
tures were  swollen  with  a  savage  emotion. 
His  linen  robe  was  stained  with  blood,  and  in 
his  hand  he  bore  an  incisory  knife  of  Ethiopian 
flint,  likewise  stained. 

"They  may  slay  each  other!"  he  said  to 
himself.  "  That  will  answer  my  end  best  ! 
But  unless  the  Priest's  Golden  Drink  prove 
indeed  miraculously  efficacious,  he  shall  yet  lie 
a  stark  stiff  corpse.  We  will  try  which  hath 
the  most  power,  the  Golden  Liquid,  or  my 
own  pale,  clear,  poison-drops  !  And  Lysinoe 
shall  yet  be  in  these  arms,  and  shall  yet 
crouch  at  my  feet,  at  once  my  slave  'and  my 
bride!" 

He  stole  softly  round  this  inner  room,  until 
he  came  nearly  opposite  to  the  open  door 
leading  into  the  one  in  which  were  Amasis 
and  his  captive.  A  large  metal  mirror  had 
told  him  of  the  late  scene,  while  the  dispo- 
sition of  certain  tubes,  and  other  acoustic  ar- 
rangements, had  acquainted  him  with  every 
word  as  it  fell.  As  he  looked  now  again  into 
this  mirror,  he  saw  that  Amasis  was  too  much 
occupied  with  Lysinoe  to  notice  anything  else 
He  crossed  the  opening. 
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The  Priest  looked  up  as  he  passed.  It  was 
a  fleeting,  hasty,  furtive,  glance  ;  but  Chebron 
did  not  see  it ;  he  still  bent  over  the  Ishmaelite, 
still  called  her  by  every  endearing  name,  still 
seemed  only  busied  in  restoring  her  unconsci- 
ous life.  But  had  the  Scribe  looked  nearer,  he 
had  seen  a  flash  in  those  large  eyes  and  an 
expression  of  deadly  hatred  on  that  dark  face, 
which  would  have  told  him  that  his  secret  was 
betrayed.  He  flung  a  small  packet  on  the 
ground,  and  opening  a  secret  door,  hastened 
from  the  Halls. 

Amasis  had  seen  every  action  of  the  Scribe. 
He  had  watched  him  as  he  slunk  through  the 
chamber.  He  had  recognized  his  voice  in  the 
hissing  whisper  which  bade  the  Dwarf  attempt 
his  destruction.  He  had  seen  his  looks  of 
baleful  love,  even  while  the  wounded  girl  lay 
in  his  own—  the  rival's — arms.  He  had  marked 
him  furtively  steal  across  the  open  door,  and 
fling  his  small  packet  on  the  ground.  Chebron 
forgot  that  there  were  other  mirrors,  con- 
cealed, too,  from  all  but  those  who  knew 
their  secret,  which  espied  the  motions  of 
the  espier,  and  babbled  of  the  secrets  of  the 
watcher. 
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"  Thy  cup  is  now  full,"  thought  Amasis, 
as  Chebron  disappeared  through  the  door. 

Lysinoe  was  still  fainting.  The  Priest  rose 
from  the  kneeling  posture  into  which  he  had 
flung  himself,  and  closed  the  shutters  oi  the 
window.  He  took  the  girl  into  a  yet  more 
remote  chamber,  without  window  or  opening. 
One  little  cresset  was  its  sole  light,  and 
this  was  extinguished  as  he  opened  the  door. 
He  laid  the  Arab  on  the  hard  un-luxurious 
couch,  which,  with  its  alabaster  head-pillow, 
formed  the  only  place  of  rest.  And  when 
Lysinoe  recovered  she  found  herself  once 
more  in  the  power  of  Amasis. 

"  Father!"  said  a  voice,  and  a  hand 
touched  the  bared  arm  of  the  Priest.  "  Che- 
bron, the  Sacred  Scribe,  led  me  hither,  to 
minister  to  thee.  He  told  me  that  thou  wert 
sick.  Here — let  me  see  thy  face.  All  is 
so  dark  in  this  chamber  !  Art  thou  ill,  Holy 
and  Beloved  Priest  ?"  And  Azeth's  pure 
voice  startled  Amasis  from  his  trance. 
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